Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



\... ■ 



\ 



\ 






THE REW TOHK 

I PUBLIC LIBRARY 



A8T0R, LBNOZ AND 
fUUDJUN fOUJNA4T20Mt 




s 



/ .■ ; f / , ^ • • I. «. ' . 

LUCASTA: 

EPODES, ODES, SONNETS, SONGS, 

Sfc. Sfc, 

TO WHICH IS ADDED, 

ARAMANTHA, 

BY RICHARD LOVELACE, ESQ. 



A MEW EDITIOK. 




I'ROM THE PRESS OF C. WIIIlTlNGlJARf. 
MDCCCXVII. 









/ » 






«, » . 




• * If 



• «► 



PREFACE. 



There is something so interesting in the par- 
ticulars Wood has left us of the life of the author 
of the following poems, that I shall do little more 
than abstract his account. Richard Lovelace, 
the eldest son of Sir William Lovelace of Wool- 
wich, in Kent, was bom in 1618 ; and entered on 
his studies at the Charter-house, from whence 
he went to Oxford and became a genUeman 
commoner of Gloucester-hall in 1634, being 
then 16 years old. He was accounted the most 
amiable and beautiful person that ever eye beheld, 
of innate modesty, virtue, and courtly deportment, 
which made him then, but especially after when 
he retired to the great city, much admired and 
adored by the female sex. In 1636, on the king 
and queen's visit to Oxford, he was " at the re- 
quest of a great lady belonging to the queen" 
created Master of Arts, although but of two years 
standing; his conversation and conduct on this 
occasion displayed his ingenuity and generous 
soul, and he became as much the idol of the male 
as he was before of the female sex. 
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IV PREFACE. 

On leaving the university he attended the cour 
in great splendour, and being patronized by Lon 
Goring (afterward Earl of Norwich), was by hin 
sent with the Scotch expedition, in 1639, servin 
as an ensign; in the second expedition he ob 
tained a captain's commission : and it was abou 
this time he wrote a tragedy called the Soldier 
which has never been printed; and, the stag< 
being soon after suppressed, was never acted. 

After the pacification at Berwick he retired tc 
L<ovelace*place, in the parish of Betliersden, a 
Canterbury : his estate there and at Chart Halden 
&c. is said by Wood to have been worth at leas 
;£500. per annum, a handsome gentlemanly pro- 
vision at that time. Such was the public estima- 
tion in which he was held, that he was mad^ 
choice of by the county to deliver the Kentisl 
petition for the restoration of the king, <&c. to the 
House of Commons. He was for this obnoxious 
measure committed to the prison of the Gatehouse 
at Westminster ; it was here that he wrote tha] 
most exquisite little song to Althea, from prison, 
beginning, *^ When love with unconfined wings,' 
which alone would have entitled him to an ho- 
nourable niche in the temple of poetic fame. 

After an imprisonment of three or four months 
he was released upon the enormous bail oi 



PREFACE. y 

j£409000, upon condition that he was not to stir 
out of the lines of communication without a pass 
from the speaker. His liberal spirit, in ftimish- 
ing men with horses and arms for the credit of 
the kiiig^s cause — in relieving the necessities of in- 
genious men-scholars, musicians, and soldiers — 
in supporting and assisting his brothers Francis 
and YTilliam, who were engaged in the king^s 
sendee — and the education of his younger brother 
Dudley, had already impaired his fortune. 

After the surrender of Oxford in 1646, he 
fi>niied a regiment for the service of the French 
king, commanded it himself, and was wounded 
at Dunkirk; previous to this he had paid his 
addresses to a lady of great beauty and fortune, 
whose name was Lucy Sacheverell, whom he 
usually called X<ux Casta ; to his misfortune 
the report of his death of wounds received at 
Dunkirk reaching her, and being believed, she 
was soon after married to another. It was prin- 
cipallj to her, and in her praise, that the following 
poems were written; and it is supposed the print 
prefixed, engraved by Faithome from a design of 
Sir Peter Lely^s, contains her portrait, and in com- 
pliment to her they bear the name of Luc AST a. 

In 1648 he returned to England with his brother 
Dudley, then a captain in his regiment, and upon 
their arrival in London they were both committed 



VI PREFACE. 

prisoners to Peterhouse in that city, where he^ 
amused himself with arranging and committing 
his poems to the press ; Ihey were published ii% 
1649; but many of them had previously beem 
printed in musical publications, having been com- 
posed by Lawes, Gamble, and other eminent 
composers. 

His liberality and his loyalty had entirely 
consumed his estate, so that when upon the death 
of the king he was set at liberty, he found himself 
in the world without the means of support, and 
reduced to such a hopeless condition, that in the 
words of his biographer ** he grew very melan- 
choly (which brought him into a consumption), 
became very poor in body and purse, was the 
object of charity, went in ragged cloaths (whereas 
when he was in his glory he wore cloth of gold 
and silver), and mostly lodged in obscure and 
dirty places, more befitting the worst of beggars, 
liian poorest of servants, ^c." In this sad re- 
verse of fortunes did this gallant and spirited 
being linger out his wretched existence until 1658, 
when deatli terminated his sufferings; he expired 
at very mean lodgings in Gunpowder-alley, near 
Shoe-lane, and was boried at the west end of 
St. Bride's church. 

He appears to have been a finished gentleman 
in all respects, was well versed in the Greek and 



PREFACE. vii 

Latin poets^ understood both the liieory and 
practice of music, of which he seems to have 
been a fond and liberal patron; his common dis- 
course was not only significant and witty, but 
incomparably graceful, and he is said to have 
commanded the love and respect of aH who knew 
him. 

Beside the poems contained in this collection 
he was author of the Soldier, a play, befcnre- 
mentioned ; the Scholar, a comedy, composed at 
the age of 16, and afterward acted with applause 
at the theatre in Salisbury-court, but never pub- 
lished : after his death his brother Dudley col- 
lected his remaining poems, and published them 
under the same general title of Lucasta, or post- 
himie poems, in 1659, to which are affixed many 
poems on his death by eminent persons of the 
time. These will at a future period be printed 
uniform with the present volume. 

His verses, which were merely the amusements 
of an active soldier, are for the most part ama- 
tory, and are many of them marked with spirit, 
ease, and elegant fancy ; they are not however 
exempt from the defects of his age, and are of 
very unequal merit; yet it was thought that a new 
edition of them would be no unacceptable offering 
to the admirers of our early poets, and would 
be a step toward securing him a place in the 
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next complete body of English poetry, as there 
seemed no good reason for excluding him from 
the last Besides his Althea, there is much 
beauty in the pieces enumerated beneath*, as to 
make us wish that he had always written from 
his own impulses, without falling into the meta- 
physical and antithetical manner of Cowley 
and his followers. The Ode to the Grasshopper 
may also be mentioned as possessing much of 
the spirit and manner of Horace; and there are 
other scattered beauties in his inferior pieces 
which it is presumed will justify the present 
revival of one of the rarest, if not the best of the 
minor poets of his age. In the present instance 
it has not been deemed necessary to follow the 
orthography of the original, which is very ca- 
pricious and not systematic as in Milton, it has 
therefore been modernised throughout; nor do 
the same reasons apply to Lovelace, which have 
been assigned for preserving it in Spencer and 
Fairfax. 

s. w. s. 



* Tell me not, sweet, I am ankind, p. 2. 
Aramantha, sweet and fair, p. 4. 
Why should yon swear 1 am forsworn, p. 10. 
When J by thy iair shape did swear, p. 27. 
On the death of Mrs. Filmer, p. 30. 
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THE 

DEDICATION. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

MY LADY ANN LOVELACE. 



Xo the richest Treasury 
That e'er fill'd ambitious eye ; 
To the fair bright Magazine 
Hath impoverish'd Love's queen ; 
To th' Exchequer of all honour, 
(All take pensions but from her) 
To the TAPER of the thore 
Which the God himself but bore ; 
To the SEA of chaste delight 
Let me cast the drop I write. 

And as at Loretto's shrine 
CjESAR shovels in his mine, 

A 2 



XU DEDICATION. 

Th' Empress spreads her carcanets. 
The Lords suhmit their coronets ; 
Knights their chased arms hang by. 
Maids diamond-ruby fancies tie ; 
Whilst from the pilgrim she wears 
One poor false pearl, but ten true tears : 

So among the orient prize, 
(Saphyr-onyx eulogies) 
Offer'd up unto your fame : 
Take my garnet-doublet name, 
And vouchsafe 'midst those rich joys 
With devotion these toys. 

RICHARD LOVELACE. 



TO 

MY BEST BROTHER, 

ON HIS POEMS CALLED 

LUCASTA. 



Now y'haYe obliged the age, thy well-known worth 
Is to our joy auspiciously brought forth. 
Good-moirrow to thy son, thy first-born flame, 
Which as thou gayest it birth, stamps it a name; 
That fate, and a discerning age shall set 
The chiefest jewel in her coronet. 

Why then needs all this pains, those seasoned pens, 
That standing lifeguard to a book, (kind Mends) 
That with officious care thus guard thy gate, 
As if thy child were illigitimate. 
Forgive their freedom, since unto their praise 
They write to give, not to dispute thy bays. 

As when some glorious queen, whose pregnant womb 
Brings forth a kingdom, with her first-born son ; 
Mark but the subjects' joyful hearts, and eyes, 
Some offer gold, and others sacrifice ; 
This slays a lamb, that not so rich as he, 
Brings but a dove, this but a bended knee ; 



XIV COMMENDATORY 

And though their gifts be various, yet their sense 
Speaks only this one thought, hng live tlie prince. 
So, my best brother, if unto your name 
I offer up a thin blue burning fldme ; 
Pardon my love, since none can make thee shine ; 
Unless they kindle first their torch at thine : 
Then as inspired, they boldly write, nay that, 
Which their amazed lights but twinkFd at. 
And their illustrate thoughts do voice this right, 
Lucasta held their torch, thou gav'st it light. 

FRANCIS LOVELACE, €oh 



AD EUNDEM. 

En puer Idalins tremulis circumvolat alls, 

Quem prop^ sidentem cartior uret amor. 
Lampada sic videas circum volitare Pyraustan, 

Cui centingenti est flamma iutura rogus. 
Ergo procul fugias, Lector, cui nulla placebunt 

Carmina, ni fiierint turpia, spurca, nigra. 
Sacrificus Romae lustralem venditat undam : 

Castior est \\\k Castalis unda mihi : 
Limpida, et luXix^iy^, null& putredinc spissa, 

Scilicet ex puro defiuit ilia lugo. 
Ex pura veniunt tarn dla poemata mente, 

Cui scelus est Veneris, vel tetigisse fores. 

THO. HAMERSLEY, Eq%tes Avrattis, 



VERSES. XV 



ON THE POEMS. 



How humble is thy mase (dear) that can deign 
Such servants as my pen to entertain ; 
When all the sons of wit glory to be 
Olad in thy muse's gallant livery : 
I shall disgrace my master, prove a stain, 
And no addition to his honoured train. 
Though all that read me will presume to swear 
I ne'er read th<ee : yet if it may appear 
I love the writer and admire the writ, 
I my own want betray, not wrong thy wit. 
Did thy work want a praise, my barren brain 
Could not afford it : my attempt were vain. 
It needs no fool : all that ere writ before 
Are fools to thy fair poems, and no more. 
Then to be lodg'd in the same sheets with thine. 
May prove disgrace to yours, but grace to mine. 

NORRIS JEPHSON, CoL 



TO MY MUCH tOTED FRIEND, 

RICHARD LOVELACE, ESQ. 



CARMEN EROTICUM. 

Dear Lovelace, I am now about to prove 
I cannot write a verse but can write love. 
On such a subject as thy book, I could 
Write books much greater, but not half so good. 



XVI COMMENDATORY 

Bat as the humble tenant that does bring 

A chick or e^gs for's offering, 

Is ta'en into the butt*ry, and does fox 

Equal with him that gave a stalled ox : 

So, (since the h^art of ev'ry cheerful giver 

Makes pounds no more accepted than a stiver,) 

Though some thy praise in rich styles sing, I may 

In stiver still write love as well as they. 

I write so well that I no critics fear ; 

For who'll read mine, when as thy book's so near, 

Unless thyself? Then you shall secure mine 

From those, and I'll engage myself for thine; 

They'll do't themselves, then this allay you'll take, 

I love thy book, and yet not for thy sake. 

JOHN JEPHSON, Coh 



TO MT NOBLB AND MOST INGENIOUS PRI£ND, 

COL. RICHARD LOVELACE, 

UPON HIS 

LUCASTA. 

So from the pregnant brain of Jove did rise 
Pallas, the queen of wit, and beauteous eyes : 
As fair Lucasta from thy temples flows. 
Temples no less ingenious than Jove's. 
Alike in birth, so shall she be in fame. 
And be immortal to preserve thy name. 



VERSES. XVU 

UPON THE POEMS. 

Now when the wars aagment oar woes and fears, 

And the shrill noise of drams oppress our ears. 

Now peace and safety from oar shores are fled 

To holes and caverns to secure their head : 

Now all the graces from the land are sent. 

And the nine muses sufier banishment, 

Whence spring these raptures ? whence this heavenly 

rhyme ? 
So calm and even in so harsh a time : 
Well might that charmer his fair Celia crown, 
And that more polish'd Tytirus renown 
His Sacharissa, when in groves and bow'rs 
They could repose their limbs on beds of flow*rs : 
When wit had praise, and merit had reward. 
And every noble spirit did accord 
To love the muses, and their priests to raise. 
And interpale their brows with flourishing bays ; 
But in a time distracted so to sing. 
When peace is hurried hence on rage's wing, 
When the fresh bays is from the temple torn. 
And every art and science made a scorn, 
Then to raise up by music of thy arts 
Our drooping spirits and our grieved hearts. 
Then to delight our souls, and to inspire 
Our breast with pleasure, from thy charming lyre ; 
Then to divert our sorrows by thy strains. 
Making us quite forget our seven years' pains 



I 



XVm COMMENDATORY 

In the past wars, unless that Orpheus be 
A sharer in thy glory : for when he 
Descended down for his Euridice^ 
He struck his lute with like-admired art, 
And made the damned to forget their smart. 

JOHN PINCHBACKE, CoL 



EBALTIKON. 

OvyoyMrce, Kon itav ruv fA.vin/M>(jvinn> o'Xfi^ai. 

Oy fAtvi^its aliiiv oidev o§Sa< ^ar^/tif, 
Citw* (ro}y ^Ixtf ^uKt /Mrcy dc^l^iroy uyaStt^ /Maatj 
Hf us eituTfois ivo/Mt ^e rcoy. 

VILLI£RS HARINGTON, Lieut. Col, 



TO BIS BfUCR HONOURED FRIEND, 

MR. RICHARD LOVELACE, 

ON HIS 

POEMS. 

He that doth paint the beauties of your verse 
Must use your pencil, be polite, soft, terse ; 
Forgiye that man whose best of art is love. 
If he no equal master to you prove ; 
My heart is all my eloquence, and that 
Speaks sharp afiection, when ray words fall flat, 



VERSES. Xix 

I read you like my mistress, and descry 

In every line the quickness of her eye. 

Her smoothness in each syllable, her grace 

To marshal ev'ry word in the right place : 

It is the excellence and sonl of wit 

When ey*ry thing is free, as well as fit 

For metaphors pack'd up and crowded close. 

Swathe the mind's sweetness, and display the throws ; 

And like those chickens hatched in furnaces, 

Produce or one limb more, or one limb less 

Than nature bids : survey such when they write 

No clause buf s justled with an epithet; 

So powerfully you draw when you persuade, 

Passions in you, in us are virtues made; 

Such is the magic of that lawful shell 

That where it doth but talk, it doth compel: 

For no Apelles till this time e'er drew 

A Venus to the waist so well as you. 

W. RUDYERD. 



The world shall now no longer mourn, nor vex 
For th' obHqnity of a cross-g^rain'd sex; 
Nor beauty swell above her banks, (and made 
For ornament) the universe invade 
So fiercely, that 'tis questioned in our books, 
Whether kills most, the Amazon's sword or looks. 
Lncasta in love's g^ame discreetly makes 
Women and men jointly to share the stakes. 



XX COMMENDATORY 

And lets ns know, when women scorn, it is 

Men's hot lo^e makes the antiparisthesis. 

And a lay lover here such comfort finds, 

As holy writ gives to affected minds. 

The wilder nymphs love's power could not command 

Are by thy almighty numbers brought to hand, 

And flying Daphne^s caught, amazed vow 

They never heard Apollo court till now. 

'Tis not by force of arms this feat is done. 

For that would puzzle even the knight o^h' sun ; 

But 'tis by powV of art, and such a way 

As Orpheus usM, when he made fiends obey. 

J. NEEDLER, HOSP. GRAYENSIS. 



TO HIS jrOBLE FRIEND, 

MR. RICHARD LOVKLACE, 

UPON HIS 

POEMS. 

SIR, 

Our times are much degenerate from those 
Which your sweet muse, which your fair fortune chose, 
And as complexions alter with the climes. 
Our wits have drawn th' infection of our times. 
That candid age no other way could tell 
To be ingenious, but by speaking well. 
Who best could praise, had then the greatest praise, 
Twas more esteemed to give, than wear the baize : 



VERSES. XXI 

Modest ambition studied only then, 

To bononr not herself, but worthy men. 

These i^iitues now are banished out of town, 

Oar civil wars haye lost the civic crown. 

He highest builds, who with most art destroys, 

And against others fame his own employs. 

I see the envious caterpillar sit 

On the fair blossom of each growing wit. 

The air's already tainted with the swarms 
Of insects which against you rise in arms. 
Wood-peckers, paper-rats, book-scorpions. 
Of wit corrupted, the unfashion*d sons. 
The barbed censurers begin to look 
Like the g^rim consistory on thy book ; 
And on each line cast a reforming eye, 
Severer than the young presbytery. 
Till when in yain they have thee all perus'd, 
You shall for being faultless be accused. 
Some reading your Lucastay will allege 
You wrong'd in her the House's privilege ; 
Some that you under sequestration are, 
Because you write when going to the war; 
And one the book prohibits, because Kent 
Their first petition by the author sent 

But when the beauteous ladies came to know 
That their dear Lovelace was endangered so : 
LoYclace, that thaw'd the most congealed breast, 
He who lov'd best and them defended best ; 



XXll COMMENDATORY 

Whose hand so rudely grasps the steely brand, 

, Whose hand so gently melts the lady's hand ; 

They all in mutiny, though yet undress'd, 

Sailed, and would in his defence contest. 

And one, the loyeiiest that was yet e'er seen, 

Thinking that I too of the rout had been, 

Mine eyes invaded with a female spite, 

(She knew what pain 'twould be to lose that sight) 

O no, mistake not, I replied, for I 

In your defence or in his cause would die. 

But he, secure of glory and of time, 

Above their envy or mine aid doth climb. 

Him, valian'st men, and fairest nymphs approve, 

His book in them finds judgment, with you love. 

ANDR. MARVELL. 



TO 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE, 

ON THE PUBLISHING OF HIS INGENIOUS POEMS. 

If the desire of glory speak a mind 
More nobly, operative, and more refin'd. 
What vast soul moves thee ? Or what hero's spirit 
(Kept in'ts traduction pure) dost thou inherit, 
That not contented with one single fame. 
Dost to a double glory spread thy name? 
And on thy happy temples safely set 
Both th' delphic wreath and civic coronet. 



VERSES. XXIU 

Was*t not enough for us to know how far 
Thou couldst in season suffer, act, and dare? 
But we must also witness with what height 
And what Ionic sweetness thou canst write? 
And melt those eager passions that are 
Stubborn enough t'enrage the God of war, 
Into a noble loVe, which may /ispire 
In an illustrious pyramid of fire. 
Which having gained his due station may 
Fix there, and everlasting flames display. 
This is the braver pathtime soon can smother 
The dear-bought spoils and trophies of the other. 
How many fiery heroes have tiiere been, 
Whose triumphs were as soon forgot as seen? 
Because tiiey wanted some diviner one 
To rescue them from night and make them known. 

Such art thou to thyself: while others dream 
Strong flatf ries on a feigned or borrowed theme, 
Thou shalt remain in thine own lustre bright. 
And add unto't Lucasta's chaster light. 

For none so fit to sing great things as he 
That can act o'er all lights of poetry. 
Thus had Achilles his own gests design^, * 

He had his genius Homer far outshin*d. 

JO. HALL. 



The following is Aubrey*t Account of Lovelace, which has been 
printed by Mr. BlisSf in his new edition of the Athena 
Oioniensis, Vol. iii. 

" Richard Lovelace, Esq. obiit in a cellar, in Long Acre, a 
little before the restoration of his Ma^ie, Mr. Edm. Wyld, &c. 
had made collections for him, and given him money. He was 
of ', in Kent, 500/. or more. He was an extraordinary 

handsome man, bnt prowd. He wrote a poem called Lncasta, 
8vo., 1649. He was of Gloacester Hall, as I have been told. 
He had two yonger brothers, viz. Col. Fr. L., and another that 
died at Cannarthen. Geo. Petty, haberdasher, in Fleet Street, 

carried . xx«* to him every Mnnday morning, from Sir 

Many and Charles Cotton, Esq. for months, bat was never 
repayd." 

Mr. Bliss found Bp. Percy's proposed alteration of Gods to 
Birds in the Song to Althea, already adopted in an old MS. 
copy of that poem. 



LOVELACE'S LUCASTA. 



SONG. 



* 



SET BV MR, HENRY LAWE9, 



GOING BEYOND THE SEAS. 

If to be absent were to be 
Away from thee ; 
Or that when I am gone. 
You or I were alone ; 
Then, my Lucasta, might I crave 
Pity from blnsf ring wind, or swallowing wave. 

But 111 not sigh one blast or gale 
To swell my sail, 
Or pay a tear to 'suage 
The foaming blue-god's rage ; 
For whether he will let me pass 
Or no, I*m still as happy as I was. 

B 



2 Lovelace's 

Though seas and land betwixt us both. 
Our faith and troth. 
Like separated souls, 
All time and space controls : 
Above the highest sphere we meet 
Unseen, unknown, and greet as angels greet 

So then we do anticipate 
Our after fate. 
And are alive Tth* skies, 
If thus our lips and eyes 
Can speak like spirits unconfin*d 
In heav'n, their earthy bodies left behind. 



SONG. 

HET ar MR. JOHN LANIERB, 



GOING TO THE WA|tS. 

i 

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind, 

That from the nunnery 
Of thy chaste breast, and quiet mind, 

To war and arms I fly. 



POEMS. 3 

True ; a new mistress now I chase, 

The first foe in the field ; 
And with a stronger faith embrace 

A sword, a horse, a shield. 

Yet this inconstancy is such, 

As you too shall adore ; 
I conld not love thee, dear, so much^ 

LoY'd I not honour more. 



A PARADOX. 

'Tis true the beauteous star 

To which I first did bow 
Burnt quicker, brighter far 
Than that which leads me now; 
Which shines with more delight, 
For gazing on that light 
So long, near lost my sight. 

Through foul, we follow fair, 
For had the world one face 
And earth been bright as air. 
We had known neither place ; 
Indians smell hot their nest ; 
A Swiss or Finn tastes best 
The spices of the east. 
b2 



Lovelace's 

So from the glorious snn. 

Who to his height hath got, 
With what delight we run 
To some black cave, or grot ! 
And, heavenly Sydney, you 
Twice read, had rather yiew 
Some odd romance, so new. 

The god that constant keeps 

Unto his deities. 
Is poor in joys, and sleeps 
Imprisoned in the skies : 
This knew the wisest, who 
From Juno stole, below - 
To love a bear, or cow. 



SONG. 

SET BY MR, HENRY LAW Efi, 



So flmavantl^a, 

THAT SHE WOULD DISHEVEL HER HAIR. 

Amarantha, sweet and fair, 
Ah, braid no more that shining hair ! 

As my curious hand or eye. 
Hovering round thee let it fly. 



POEMS. 

Let it fly as uncoDfio'd 
As its calm ravisher, the wind; 

Who hath left his darling th' cast, 
To wanton o'er that spicy nest 

Ev'ry tress must be confest ; 
But neatly tangled at the best; 

Like a clue of golden thread, 
Most excellently ravelled. 

Do not then wind up that light 
In ribands, and o'er-cloud in night, 

Like the sun in*s early ray ; 
But shake your head and scatter day. 

See 'tis broke ! within this grove. 
The bower, and the walks of love, 

Weary lie we down and rest, 
And fan each others panting breast. 

Here we'll strip and cool our Are 
In cream below, in milk-baths higher : 

And when all wells are drawn dry, 
I'll drink a tear out of thine eye. 

Which our very joys shall leave. 
That sorrows thus we can deceive { 

Or our very sorrows weep, 
That joys so ripe, so little keep. 
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COURTING HER FOR HIS FRIEND. 

Chloe, behold! again I bow, 

Again possessed, again I woo ; 

From my heat hath taken fire, 

DamaSy noble youth, and firies : 

Gazing with one of mine eyes 

Damas, half of me expires : 

Chloe behold ! our fate's the same. 

Or make me cinders too, or quench his flame. 

I'd not be king, unless there sate 

Less lords that shared with me in state ; 

Who by their cheaper coronets know 

What glories from my diadem flow : 

Its use and rate yalues the gem. 

Pearls in their shells have no esteem ; 

And I being sun within thy sphere, 

Tis my chief beauty thinner lights shine there. 

The usurer heaps unto his store. 
By seeing others praise it more ; 
Who not for gain, or want doth covet, 
But 'cause another loves, doth love it; 
Thus gluttons cloy*d afresh invite 
Their gusts, from some new appetite ; 
And after cloth remov'd, and meat. 
Fall too again by seeing others eat. 



PO£MS. 

SONNET. 

SET BY MR, HUDSON, 

Depose your finger of that ring, 
And crown mine with't awhile : 

Now I restor't— Pray does it bring 
Back with it more of soil? 

Or shines it not as innocent, 

As honest, as before 'twas lent? 

So then enrich me with that treasure, 

Will but increase your store. 
And please me, fair one, with that pleasure 

Must please you still the more: 
Not to save others is a curse 
The blackest, when you're ne'er the worse. 



ODE. 

SET BY DR, JOHN WILSON, 



THE ROSE. 

SwDET, serene, sky-like flower, 
Haste to adorn her bower : 
From thy long cloudy bed. 
Shoot forth thy damask head. 
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New-startled blush of Flora ! 
The grief of pale Aurora, 

Who will contest no more ; 

Haste, haste, to strew her floor. 

Yermilioii ball thaf s given 
Fjrom lip to lip in heaven ; 
Loves couches cover-lid : 
Haste, haste, to make her bed. 

• 

Dear offspring of pleased Venus, 
And jolly, plump Silenus ; 
Haste, haste, to deck the hair 
Of th' only, sweetly fair. 

See! rosy is her bower. 
Her floor is all this flower ; 
Her bed a rosy nest 
By a bed of roses pressed. 

But early as she dresses, 
Why fly you her bright tresses ? 

Ah ! I have found I fear; 

Because her cheeks are near. 
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GRATIANA DANCING AND SINGING. 

See ! with what constant motion 
Even, and glorious, as the sun, 

Gratiana steers that noble frame, 
Soft as her breast, sweet as her voice 
That gave each winding law and poise, 

And swifter than the wings of fame. 

She beat the happy pavement 
By such a star made firmament, 

Which now no more the roof envies ; 
But swells up high with Atlas et'n 
Bearing the brighter, nobler heav'n. 

And in her, all the deities. 

Each step trod oat a lover's thought 
And the ambitious hopes he bronght, 

ChainM to her brave feet with snch arts ; 
Such sweet command, and gentle awe, 
As when she ceas'd, we sighing saw 

The floor lay pav^d with broken hearts. 

So <tid she move ; so did she sing 
Like the harmonious spheres that bring 

Unto their rounds their music's aid ; 
Which she performed such a way, 
As all th' enamour'd world will say 

The Graces danced, and Apollo play'd. 

b3 
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Sjb^ <S(ntttns* 



SONG. 

SET BY MR, THOMAS CilARLBS, 

Why should you swear I am forsworn, 

Since thine I vow*d to be? 
Lady, it is already morn, 

And Hwas last night I swore to thee 

That fond impossibility. 

Have I not iov^d thee much and long, 
A tedious twelve hours space? 

I must all other beauties wrong, 
And rob thee of a new embrace. 
Could I still dote upon thy face. 

Not, but all joy in thy brown hair, 
By others may be found ; 

But I must search the black and fair, 
Like skilful mineralist*s that sound 
For treasure in unplowM-up ground. 

Then, if when I have lov'd my round. 
Thou prov*st the pleasant she ; 

With spoils of meaner beauties crown 'd, 
I laden will return to thee, 
Ev'n sated with variety. 
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PRINCESS LOUISA DRAWING. 

I SAW a little deity, 

Minerva in epitomy. 

Whom Venus, at first blush surprised, 

Took for her winged wag disguls'd ; 

But viewing then whereas she made 

Not a distress^, but lively shade 

Of Echo, whom he had betrayed, 

Now wanton, and i'the cool o'the sun 

With her delight a hunting gone ; 

And thousands more, whom he had slain. 

To live, and love, belov*d again: 

Ah, this is true divinity ! 

I will un-god that toy, cry'd she, 

Then markM she Syrinx running fast 

To Pan's embraces, with the haste 

She fled him once, whose reed-pipe rent, 

He finds now a new instrument. 

Theseus retumM, invokes the air 

And vnnds, then wafts his fair ; 

Whilst Ariadne ravish*d stood 

Half in his arms, half in the flood. 

Proud An&xerete doth fall 

At Iphis' feet, who smiles of all : 

And he (whilst she his curls doth deck) 

Hangs no where now, but on her neck. 

Here Phoebus with a beam untombs 

Long hid Leucothoe, and dooms 
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Her father there ; Daphne, the fair, 
Knows now no bays but round her hair ; 
And to Apollo and his sons, 
Who pay him their due orisons, 
Bequeaths her laurel robe, that flame 
Contemns, thunder and evil fame. 

There kneel'd Adonis fresh as spring. 
Gay as his youth, now offering 
Herself those joys, with voice and hand, 
Which first he could not understand. 

Transfixed Venus stood amaz'd. 
Full of the boy and love, she gaz'd ; 
And in embraces seemed more 
Senseless and cold than he before. 
Useless child ! In vain, said she. 
You bear that fond artillery: 
See here a pow'r above the slow 
Weak execution of thv bow. 

So said, she riv*d the wood in two, 
Unedged all his arrows too. 
And with the string their feathei-s bound 
To that part whence we have our wound. 

See, see ! the darts by which we bnrn'd 
Are bright Louisa's pencils tnm'd ; 
With which she now enliveth more 
Beauties, then they destroyM before. 



POEMS. 13 



ftn %If 85. 



PRINCESS KATHARINE BORN, CHRISTENED, AND BDRIED 

IN ONE DAY. 

You that can aptly mix your joys with cries, 

And weave white lbs with black elegies, 

Can carol out a dirge, and in one breath 

Sing to the tune, either of life or death; 

You that can weep the gladness of the spheres, 

And pen a hymn, instead of ink, with tears, 

Here, here, your unproporlion'd wit let fall 

To celebrate this new-bom funeral. 

And greet that little greatness, which from th' womb 

Dropped both a load to th' cradle and the tomb. 

Bright soul I teach us to warble, with what feet 
Thy swathing linen, and thy winding-sheet, 
Mourn or shout forth that font's solemnity, 
Which at once buried, and christened thee. 
And change our shriller passions with that sound. 
First toird thee into th* air, then to the ground. 

Ah, wert thou bom for this, only to call 
The King and Queen guests to your burial ? 
To bid good night, your day not yet begun, 
And show a setting, ere a rising sun? 
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Or wouldst thou have thy life a martyrdom? 
Die in the act of thy religi6n ; 
Fit, excellently, innocently good, 
First sealing it with water, then thy blood ? 
As when on blazing wings a blest man soars, 
And having past to God through fiery doors 
Strait's robM with flames, when the same element 
Which was his shame, proves now his ornament; 
Oh how he hastened death, burnt to be fryed, 
KillM twice with, each delay, till deified : 
So swift hath been thy race, so full of flight. 
Like him condemn'd, ev'n aged with a night. 
Cutting all lets with clouds, as if thou hadst been 
Angels plum'd, and born a cherubim. 

Or in your journey towards heaven, say, 
Took you the world a little in your way? 
Saw'st and dislik'st its vain pomp, then didst fly 
Up for eternal glories to the sky ? 
Like a religious ambitious one 
Aspired'st for the everlasting crown? 

Ah, holy traitor to your brother prince, 
Robb'd of his birth-right, and pre-eminence : 
Could you ascend yon' chair of state ere him, 
And snatch from th' heir the starry diadem ? 
Making your honours now as much uneven 
As gods on earth are less than saints in heav'n. 
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Triumph ! sing triamphs then ! Oh put on all 
Your richest looks dress'd for this festival ; 
Thoughts full of ravished reverence, with eyes 
So fix*d as when a saint we canonize ; 

Clap wings with seraphims before the throne. 

At this eternal coronation, 

And teach your souls new mirth, such as may be 

Worthy this birth-day to divinity. 

But ah ! these blast your feasts, the jubilees 
We send you up are sad, as were our cries. 
And of true joy, we can express no more 
Thus crown'd, than when we buried thee before. 

Princess, in heaven forgiveness I whilst we 
Resign our office to the hierarchy. 



2oh( ConquncD. 



A SONG. 

SET BY MR, HENRY LAWE8, 



/ 



The childish god of love did swear 

Thus ; by my awful bow and quiver. 
Yon weeping, kissing, smiling pair, 
I'll scatter all their vows i'th' air. 
And their knit embraces shiver. 
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Up ihen to th' head with his best art 

Full of spite and envy blown, 
At her constant marble heart. 
He draws his swiftest surest dart, 
Which bounded back and hit his own. 

Now the prince of fires bums ! 

Flames in the lustre of her eyes ; 
Triumphant she, refuses, scorns ; 
He submits, adores, and mourns, 

And is his Yot'ress' sacrifice. 

Foolish boy I resolve me now 

What 'tis to sigh and not be heard ? 
He weeping, kneel'd, and made a vow^ 
The world shall loye as yon' fast two. 
So on his sing'd wings up he steer'd. 



A LOOSE SARABAND. 

SET BY MB. HENBF LAWES, 

Ah me! the little tyrant thief! 

As once my heart was playing, 
He snatched it up and flew away. 

Laughing at all my praying. 



r 
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i'roud of his purchase he surveys, 

And curiously sounds it. 
And though he sees it full of wounds, 

Cruel still on he wounds it. 

And now this heart is all his sport. 

Which as a ball he boundeth 
From hand to breast, from breast to lip, 

And all its rest confoundeth. 

Then as a top he sets it up. 

And pitifully whips it ; 
Sometimes he clothes it gay and fine, 

Then straight again he strips it. 

Ue covered it with false belief. 

Which gloriously showed it ; 
And for a moming-cushionet 

On's mother he bestow'd it. 

Each day with her small brazen stings, 

A thousand times she rac'd it ; 
But then at night, bright with her gems, 

Once near her breast she plac*d it. 

There warm it 'gan to throb and bleed ; 

She knew that smart and grieved ; 
At length this poor condenmed heart 

With these rich drug^ reprieved. 
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She wash'd the wound with a fresh tear, 
Which my Lucasta dropped, 

AnU in the sleave-silk of her hair 
Twas hard bound up and wn^ped. 

She prob'd it with her constancy. 
And found no rancour nigh it ; 

Only the anger of her eye, 
Had wrought some proud flesh by it. 

Then pressed she Nard in ev'ry vein 
Which from her kisses trilled ; 

And with the balm heard ail its pain 
That from her hand distilled. 

But yet this heart avoids me still. 
Will not by me be owned ; 

But's fled to its physician's breast, 
There proudly sits enthroned. 



A FORSAKEN LADY 

TO HER FALSE SERVANT THAT IS DISDAINED BY HI 

NEW MISTRESS. 

Were it that you so shun me 'cause you wish 
(Cruel'st) a fellow in your wretchedness. 
Or that you take some small ease in your own 
Torments, to hear another sadly groan. 
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I were most happj in my pains, to be 
So traly bless'd, to be so curs'd by thee : 
fiat oh ! my cries to that do rather add, ^ 
Of which too much already thou hast had, 
And thou art gladly sad to hear my moan; 
Yet sadJy hear'st me with derision. 

Thou most unjust, that really dost know. 
And feeFst thyself the flames I bum in, oh ! 
How can you beg to be set loose from that 
Consuming stake you bind another at? 

Uncharitablest both ways, to deny 
That pity me, for which yourself must die ; 
To love not her loves you, yet know the pain 
What 'tis to love, and not be loV'd again. 

Fly on, fly on, swift racer, until she 
Whom thou of all ador'st shall learn of thee. 
The pace foutfly thee, and shall teach thee groan, 
What terror 'tis t^outgo and be outgone. 

Nor yet look back, nor yet, must we 
Run then like spokes in wheels eternally 
And never overtake ? Be dragg'd on still 
By the weak cordage of your untwin'd will. 
Round without hope of rest? No, I will turn. 
And with my goodness boldly meet your scorn ; 
My gfoodness, which heaven pardon, and that fate 
Made you hate love, and fall in love with hate. 
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But I am chang'd I bright reason that did g^ 
My soul a noble quickness, made me live 
One breath yet longer, and to will and see, 
Hath reach*d me pow'r to scorn as well as the^ 
That thou, which proudly tramplest on my gra^ 
Thyself might'st fall, conquer'd my double slav 
That thou might'st, sinking in thy triumphs mo 
And I triumph in my destruction. 

Hail, holy cold ! chaste temper, hail ! the fire 
Rav'd o'er my purer thoughts I feel t' expire. 
And I am candied ice; ye powVs! if e'er 
I shall be forc'd unto my sepulchre, 
Or violently hurPd into my urn. 
Oh make me choose rather to freeze than burn. 



®rp]^$u$( to 39(a$(t$(. 



SONG. 

SET BY MR. CVRTE8» 

Here, here, oh here, Euridice, 

Here was she slain ; 
Her soul 'stiU'd through a vein 

The gods knew less 
That time divinity, 

Than ev'n, ev'n these 

Of brutishness. 
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Oh could you view the melody 

Of ev'ry grace, 
And music of her face, 

You'd drop a tear; 
Seeing more harmony 

In her bright eye. 

Than now you hear. 
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SONG. 

SET B¥ MR, CURTBS. 

Hark! oh hark! you guilty trees, 
In whose gloomy galleries 
Was the cruel'st murder done, 
That e'er yet eclips'd the sun; 
Be then henceforth in your twigs 
Blasted e'er you sprout to sprigs ; 
Feel no season of the year 
But what shaves off all your hair; 
Nor carve any from your wombs 
Ought but cofiBns and their tombs. 
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TO MY NOBLE FRIEND, MR. CHARLES COTTON. 

ODE. 

Oh thon that swing'st upon the waviiig hair 

Of some well-filled oaten beard, 
Drank eVry night with a delicious tear 

Dropped thee fromheavX where nowthou'rtrear'd. 

The joys of earth and air are thine entire, 
That with thy feet and wings dost hop and fly; 

And when thy poppy works thou dost retire 
To thy carv'd acorn-bed to lie. 

Up with the day, the sun thou welcom'st then, 
Sport'st in the gilt-plats of his beams, 

And all these merry days mak'st merry men, 
Thyself, and melancholy streams. 

But ah, the sickle ! golden ears are cropp'd ; 

Ceres and Bacchus bid good night ; 
Sharp frosty fingers all your flow'rs have top'd. 

And what scythes spar'd, winds shave off quite. 

Poor verdant fool ! and now, green ice, thy joys 
Large and as lasting as thy perch of grass, 

Bid us lay in 'gainst winter, rain, and poise 
Their floods, with an overflowing glass. 
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Thou best of men and friends ! we will create 
A genuine summer in each others breast ; 

And spite of this cold time and frozen fate 
Thaw .us a warm seat to our rest. 

Our sacred hearths shall bum eternally 

As vestal flames, the north-wind, he 
Shall strike his frost-stretch'd wings, dissolve and fly 

This iEtna in epitome. 

Dropping December shall come weeping in, 

Bewail th' usurping of his reig^ ; 
But when in showers of old Greek we begin 

Shall cry, he hath his crown again I 

Night, as clear Hesper shall our tapers whip, 
From the light casements where we play. 

And the dark hag from her black mantle strip, 
And stick there everlasting day. 

Thus richer than untempted kings are we. 

That asking nothing, nothing need : 
Though lord of all what seas embrace ; yet he 

That wants himself, is poor indeed. 



24 LOVELACE'S 



Sialogue. 



LUCASTA, ALEXIS. 

SET BY MR, JOHN GAMBLE. 

I. 

LUCASTA. 

Tell me, Alexis, what this parting is, 
That so like dying is, but is not it ? 

ALEXISr 

It is a swooning for awhile from bliss. 
Till kind how do you calls us from the fit. 

CHORUS. 

If then the spirits only stray, let mine 
Fly to iky bosom, and my soul to thine : 
Thus in our native seat we gladly give 
Our right for one where we can better live. 

11. 

LUCASTA. 

But ah, this ling'ring, murdering farewell ! 
Death quickly wounds, and wounding cures the 

ALEXIS. 

It is the glory of a valiant lover 
Still to be dying, still for to recover. 



PO£MS. 2ij 

CHORUS. 

B suspected of their courage go, 
nsigns and their breasts untorn show: 
le'er his standard when his host he sets, 
s alone fresh-bleeding Bannerets. 

III. 

ALEXIS. 

it we when thy figure I retain 

in my heart, still strongly in mine eye ? 

LUCASTA. 

ws no longer than the sun remain, 

when his beams that made 'cm fly, they fly. 

CHORUS. 

Ireams of love ! that only so much bliss 
us, as to know our wretchedness ; 
eal a larger measure in our pain 
>wing joy, then hiding it again. 

IV. 

ALEXIS. 

bilst light reigns, Lucasta still rules here, 
II the night shines wholly in this sphere. 

LUCASTA. 

V no mom but my Alexis' ray, 

' dark thoughts f!ie breaking of the day. 
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CHORUS. 
ALEXIS. 

So in each other if the pitying sun 

Thus keep us fix'd ; ne'er may his course be run ! 

LUCASTA. 

And oh ! if night us undivided make ; 

Let us sleep still, and sleeping never wake ! 

THE CLOSE. 

Cruel adieu*s may well adjourn awhile 
The sessions of a look, a kiss, or smile, 
And leave behind an angry grieving blush ; 
But time nor fate can part us joined thus. 



THAT LATELY I HAVE NOT WRITTEN. 

If in me anger, or disdain 
In you, or both, made me refrain 
From th* noble intercourse of verse, 
That only virtuous thoughts rehearse ; 
Then, chaste Elinda, might you fear 
The sacred vows that I did swear. 

But if alone some pious thought 
Me to an inward sadness brought, 
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Thinking to breathe your soul too well, 
My tongue was charmed with that spell; 
And left it (since there was no room 
To voice your worth enough) struck dumb. 

So then this silence doth reveal 

No thought of negligence, but zeal : 

For as in adoration, 

This is love's true devotion: 
Children and fools the words repeat, 
But Anch'rites pray in tears and sweat. 



SONNET. 

SET BY MR, WILLIAM LAWE8. 

When I by thy fair shape did swear. 
And mingled with each vow a tear, 

I lov'd, I lovM thee best, 

I swore as I professM ; 
For all the while you lasted warm and pure, 
My oaths too did endure ; 
But once tnmM faithless to thyself, and old. 
They then with thee incessantly grew cold. 

I swore myself thy sacrifice 

By th' ebon bows that guard thine eyes, 

Which now are altered white. 

And by the glorious light 

c2 
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Of both those stars, of which their spheres berefl 
Only the jelly's left : 

Then changed thus, no more I'm bound to yott 
Than swearing to a saint that proves untrue. 



2uca$(ta 8S(eeping;* 



SONG. 

SET BY MR, JOHN LdNEERE, 

LuCASTA wept, and still the bright 

Enamoured God of day, 
With his soft handkerchief of light, 

Kiss*d the wet pearls away. 

But when her tears his heat overcame. 
In clouds he quenched his beams, 

And griev'd, wept out his eye of flame. 
So drowned her sad streams. 

At this she smil'd, when straight the sun 
Cleared, with her kind desires ; 

And by her eyes reflection. 
Kindled again his fires. 
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'Sit ITintage to tjfte Bungeon* 



A SONG. 

BET BY MR, WILLIAM LAfTES. 

Sing out, pent souls, sing cheerfully ! 
Care shackles you in liberty, 
Mirth frees you in captivity: 

Would you double fetters add? 

Else why so sad? 

CHORUS. 

Besides your pinion'd arms youUl find 
Grief too can manacle the mind. 

live then prisoners uncontrol'd; 
Drink o'th' strong, the rich, the old. 
Till wine too hath your wits in hold ; 

Then if still your jollity. 

And throats are free ; 

CHORUS. 

Triumph in your bonds and pains, 
And dance to th' music of your chains. 
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ON THE DEATH OF 

MRS. ELIZABETH FILMER. 

AN ELE6IACAL EPITAPH. 

You that shall live awhile before 

Old Time tires, and is no more ; 

When that this ambitious stone 

Stoops low as what it tramples on ; 

Know that in that a^e when sin 

Gave the world law, and govern^ queen, 

A virgin liv'd, that still put on 

White thoughts, though out of fashion; 

That trac'd the stars spite of report, 

And durst be good, though chidden forH : 

Of such a soul that infant heav'n 

Repented what it thus had giv'n ; 

For finding equal happy man, 

Th' impatient powers snatchM it again : 

Thus chaste as th' air whither she's fled, 

She making her celestial bed 

In her warm alabaster lay 

As cold as in this house of clay ; 

Nor were the rooms unfit to feast 

Or circumscribe this angel-guest ; 

The radiant gem was brightly set 

In as divine a carcanet ; 
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For which the clearer was not kndwn, 

Her mind, or her complexion : 

Such an everlasting grace. 

Such a beatific face 

Incloisters here this narrow floor 

That possessed all hearts before. 

Bless'd and bewailM in death and birth ! 
The smiles and tears of heav'n and earth ! 
Virgins at each step are afeardy 
Filmer is shot by which they steer'd, 
Theur star extinct, their beauty dead 
That the young world to honour led ; 
But see ! the rapid spheres stand still, 
And tune themselves unto her will. 

Thus, although this marble must, 
As all things crumble into dust. 
And though you find this fair-built tomb 
Ashes, as what lies in its womb ; 
Yet her saint-like name shall shine 
A living glory to this shrine. 
And her eternal fame be read, 
When all but very virtue's dead. 
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FROM PRISON. 

AN EPODE. 

Long iu thy shackles, liberty, 
I ask not from these walls, bat thee ; 
Left for awhile another's bride 
To fancy all the world beside. 

Yet e'er I do begin to love, 
See! how I all my objects prove; 
Then my free soul to that confine, 
Twere possible I might call mine. 

First I would be in love with peace. 
And her rich swelling breasts increase; 
But how, alas ! how may that be. 
Despising earth, she will love me 1 

Fain would I be in love with war. 
As my dear just avenging star ; 
But war is lov'd so ev'ry where, 
Ev*n he disdains a lodging here. 

Thee and thy wounds I would bemoan 
Fair thorough-shot religion ; 
But he lives only that kills thee, 
And whoso binds thy hands is free. 
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I would love a parUament 

As a main prop from heav'n sent ; 

Bat, ah ! who's he that would be wedded 

To th' fairest body that's beheaded ? 

Next would I court my liberty, 
And then my birthright, property; 
But can that be, when it is known 
There's nothing you can call your own? 

A reformation I would have, 
As for our griefe a sovereign salve ; 
That is, a cleansing of each wheel 
Of state, that yet some rust doth feci : 

But not a reformation so, 
As to reform were to overthrow ; 
Like watches by unskilful men 
Disjointed, and set ill again. 

The public faith I would adore, 
But she is bankrupt of her store ; 
Nor how to trust her can I see, 
For she that cozens all, must me. 

Since then none of these can be 
Fit objects for my love and me ; 
What then remains, but th' only spring 
Of all our loves and joys ? The King. 

c3 
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He, who being the whole ball 
Of day on earth, lends it to all ; 
When seeking to eclipse his right. 
Blinded, we stand in our own light. 

And now an universal mist 

Of error is spread o'er each breast. 

With such a fury edg'd, as is 

Not found in th' inwards of th^ abyss. 

Oh, from thy glorious starry wain 
Dispense on me one sacred beam, 
To light me where I soon may see 
How to serve you, and you trust me. 



WITH A LOOKING-GLASS IN IT. 

Ostrich ! Thou feather'd fool, and easy prey^ 
That larger sails to thy broad vessel need'st; 

Snakes through thy guttur-neck hiss all the day, * 
Then on thy iron mess at supper feed'st 

Oh what a glorious transmigration 

From this, to so divine an edifice 
Hast thou straight made ! near from a winged stone 

Transformed into a bird of Paradise ! 
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Now do thy plnmes for hae and lustre vie 
With th' arch of heav'n that triamphs o*er past wet, 

And in a lich enamel'd pinion lie 
With sapphires, amethysts, and opals set 

Sometime they wing her side, then strive to drown 
The day's eyes piercing beams, whose amorous heat 

Solicits still, till with this shield of down 

From her brave face, his glowing fires are beat 

But whilst a plumy curtain she doth draw, 
A crystal mirror sparkles in thy breast 

In which her fresh aspect when as she saw, 
And then her foe retired to the west 

Dear engine that o'th' sun got'st me the day 
'Spite of his hot assaults mad'st him retreat ! 

No wind (said she) dare with thee henceforth play. 
But mine own breath to cool the tyrant's heat 

My lively shade thou ever shalt retain 

In thy enclosed feather-framed glass, 
Aild but unto ourselves to all remain 

Invisible thou feature of this face I 

So said, her sad swain overheard, and cried, 
Ye gods ! for faith unstained this a reward ! 

Feathers and glass f outweigh my virtue tried? 
Ah show their empty strength ! the gods accord. 
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Now fairn the brittle favourite lies, and burst 1 
Amaz'd Lucasta weeps, repents, and flies 

To her Alexis, vows herself accurs'd 
If hence she dress herself, but in his eyes. 



TAKING THE WATERS AT TUNBRIDGE. 

ODE. 

Ye happy floods ! that now must pass 
The sacred conduits of her womb, 

Smooth, and transparent as your face. 
When you are deaf, and winds are dumb. 

Be proud! and if your waters be 
Fourd with a counterfeited tear, 

Or some false sigh hath stained ye. 
Haste, and be purified there. 

And when her rosy gates y' have traced, 

Continue yet some orient wet, 
Till tum'd into a gem, y' are plac'd 

Like diamonds with rubies set. 

Ye drops that dew th' Arabian bowers, 
Tell me did you e'er smell or view, 

On any leaf of all your flowers, 
So sweet a scent, so rich a hue I 
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But as through ih* organs of her hreath^ 

You trickle wantonly, beware; 
Ambitious seas in their just death 

As well as lovers must have share. 

And see ! you boil as well as I, 

You that to cool her did aspire, 
Now troubled, and neglected lie. 

Nor can yourselves quench your own fire. 

Yet still be happy in the thought, 

That in so small a time as this. 
Through all the heavens you were brought 

Of virtue, honour, love, and bliss. 



f^o Suea)Sta« 

ODE LYRICK. 

Ah, Lucasta, why so bright! 
Spread with early streaked light ! 
K still veiled from our sight. 
What is't but eternal night? 

Ah, Lucasta, why so chaste ! 
With that vigour, ripeness graced I 
Not to be by man embraced 
Makes that royal coin embas^d. 
And this golden orchard waste. 
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Ah, Lucasta, why so great! 
That thy crammed coffers sweat ; 
Yet not owner of a seat 
May shelter yon from nature's heat, 
And your earthly joys complete. 

Ah, Lucasta, why so g^ood ! 
Blessed with an unstained flood 
Flowing^ both through soul and blood ; 
If it be not understood, 
'Tis a diamond in mud. 

Lucasta ! stay ! why dost thou fly ? 
Thou art not bright, but to the eye. 
Nor chaste, but in the marriage-tie, 
Nor great, but in this treasury, 
Nor good, but in that sanctity. 

Harder than the orient stone, 

like an apparition. 

Or as a pale shadow gone 

Dumb and deaf she hence is flown. 

Then receive this equal doom. 
Virgins strew no tear or bloom, 
No one dig the Parian womb ; 
Raise her marble heart i'th' room, 
And 'tis both her corse and tomb. 
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TO MY WORTHY FRIEND 

MR. PETER LILLY: 

ON THAT EXCELLENT PICTURE OF HIS MAJESTT, AND THE 
DUKE OP YORK, DRAWN BT HIM AT HAMPTON-COURT. 

See ! what a clouded majesty ! and eyes 

Whose glory through their mist doth brighter rise ! 

See ! what an humble bravery doth shine. 

And grief triumphant breaking through each line 

How it commands the face ! so sweet a scorn 

Never did happy misery adorn ! 

So sacred a contempt ! that others show 

To this, (o W height of all the wheel) below ; 

That mightiest monarchs by this shaded book 

May copy out their proudest, richest look. 

Whilst the true eaglet this quick lustre spies, 
And by his son's enlightens his own eyes ; 
He cares his cares, his burden feels, then straight 
Joys that so lightly he can bear such weight; 
Whilst either cither's passion doth borrow. 
And both do grieve the same victorious sorrow. 

These, my best Lilly, virith so bold a spirit 
And soft a grace, as if thou didst inherit 
For that time all their greatness, and didst draw 
With those brave eyes your royal sitters saw. 
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Not as of old, when a rough hand did speak 
A strong Aspect, and a fair face, a weak ; 
When only a black beard cried villain, and 
By hieroglyphics we could understand ; 
When chrystal typified in a white spot, 
And the bright ruby was but one red blot ; 
Thou dost the things orientally the same, 
Not only paint'st its colour, but its flame : 
Thou sorrow canst design without a tear, 
And with the man his very hope or fear ; 
So that th' amazed world shall henceforth find 
None but my Lilly ever drew a mind. 



1EUnDa'$( O&hhe. 



SONNET. 

Thou snowy farm with thy five tenements ! 
Tell thy white mistress here was one 

That caird to pay his daily rents : 

But she a gathering flowers and hearts is gone. 
And thou left void to rude possession. 

But grieve not, pretty Ermin cabinet, 
Thy alabaster lady will come home ; 

If not, what tenant can there fit 
The slender turnings of thy narrow room. 
But must ejected be by his own doom ? 
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Then give me leave to leave my rent with thee ; 
Five kisses, one onto a place : 

For though the lute's too high for me. 
Yet servants, knowing minikin nor base, 
Are still allowed to fiddle with the case. 



TO FLETCHER REVIVED. 

How have I been reUgious ? what strange good 

Has *scap'd me that I never understood ? 

Have I hell-guarded heresy overthrown ? 

Heard wounded states ? made kings and kingdoms 

one? 
That fate should be so merciful to me. 
To let me live t' have said I have read thee. 

Fair star ascend ! the joy ! the life ! the light 
Of this tempestuous age, this dark world's sight! 
Oh from thy crown of glory dart one flame 
May strike a sacred reverence, whilst thy name 
(Like holy Flamens to their God of day) 
We bowing, sing ; and whilst we praise, we pray. 

Bright spirit ! whose eternal motion 
Of wit, like time, still in itself did run, 
Binding all others in it, and did give 
Commission, how far this or that shall live ; 
Like destiny of poems, who, as she 
Signs death to all, herself can never die. 
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And now thy purple-robed tragedy, 
In her embroidered baskins, calls mine eye. 
Where the brave iEtius we see betrayed, 
T* obey his death, whom thousand lives obeyed; 
Whilst that the mighty fool his sceptre breaks, 
And through his gen'ral's wounds his own doom speaks, 
Weaving thus richly Yalentinian 
The costliest monarch with the cheapest man. 

Soldiers may here to their old glories add. 
The lover love, and be Mith reason mad: 
Not as of old, Alcides furious. 
Who wilder than his bull did tear the house 
(Hurling his language with the canvas stone), 
^was thought the monster roared the sob'rer tone. 

But ah ! when thou thy sorrow didst inspire 
With passions, black as is her dark attire. 
Virgins as sufferers have wept to see 
So white a soul, so red a cruelty ; 
That thou hast griev'd, and with unthought redress, 
Dry'd their wet eyes who now thy mercy bless; 
Yet loth to lose tiby wat'ry jewel, when 
Joy wip'd it off, laughter straight sprung't again. 

Now ruddy cheeked mirth with rosy wings, 
Fans ev'ry brow with gladness, whilst she sings 
Delight to all, and the whole theatre 
A festival in heaven doth appear : 
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Nothing but pleasare, love, and (like the morn) 
Each face a gen'ral smiling doth adorn« 

Hear, ye fool speakers, that pronounce the air 
Of stews and shores, I will inform you where 
And how to clothe aright your wanton wit, 
Without her nasty bawd attending it: 
View here a loose thought said with such a grace, 
Minerra might have spoke in Venus' face ; 
So well disguis*d, that 'twas conceivM by none 
But Cupid had Diana's linen on; 
And all his naked parts so yeilM, th' express. 
The shape, with clouding the nncomliness ; 
That if this reformation which we 
Received, had not been buried with thee. 
The stage (as this work) might have liv'd and loy'd 
Her lines, the austere Skarlet had approved ; 
And th' actors wisely been from that offence 
As clear, as they are now from audience. 

Thus with thy genius did the scene expire. 
Wanting thy active and correcting fire. 
That now (to spread a darkness over all) 
Nothing remains but poesy to fall: 
And though from these tby embers we receive 
Some warmth, so much as may be said, we live, 
That we dare pnuse thee, blushless, in the head 
Of the best piece Hermes to love e'er read. 
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That we rejoice and glory in thy wit, 
And feast each other with remembering it, 
That we dare speak thy thought, thy acts recite; 
Yet all men henceforth be afraid to write. 



Vbe SaDs 9* 3). 



MY ASYLUM IN A GREAT EXTREMITY. 

With that delight the royal captive's brought 
Before the throne, to breath his farewell thought, 
To tell his last tale, and so end with it; 
Which gladly he esteems a benefit ; 
When the brave victor at his great soul dumb 
Finds something there, fate cannot overcome, 
Calls the chained prince, and by his glory led. 
First reaches him his crown, and then his head ; 
Who ne'er till now thinks himself slave and poor; 
For though nought else, he had himself before ; 
He weeps at this £ur chance, nor will allow. 
But that the diadem doth brand his brow. 
And under-rates himself below mankind. 
Who first had lost his body, now his mind. 

With such a joy came I to hear my doom, 
And haste the preparation of my tomb, 
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When like good angels who have heavenly charge 
To steer and guide man's sodden giddy barge^ 
She snatchM me from the rock I was upon. 
And landed me at life's pavilion: 
Where I, thus wound out of tb' immense abyss, 
Was straight set on a pinnacle of bliss. 

Let me leap in again ! and by that fall 
Bring me to my first woe, so cancel all: 
Ah's, this a quitting of the debt you owe. 
To crush her and her goodness at one blow? 

Defend me from so foul impiety. 
Would make friends grieve, and furies weep to see. 

Now ye sage spirits which infuse in men 
That are obliged, twice to oblige again ; 
Inform my tongue in labour, what to say. 
And in what coin or language to repay; 
But you are silent as the evening's air, 
When winds unto their hollow grots repair: 

Oh then accept the all that left me is, 
Devout oblations of a sacred wish ! 

When she walks forth, ye perftim'd wings o'th' east 
Fan her, till with the sun she hastes to th' west; 
And when her heavenly course calls up the day. 
And breaks as bright, descend some glistering ray. 



46 Lovelace's 

To circle her, and her as glistering hair, 
That all may say a liying saint shines there ; 
Slow time with woollen feet make thy soft pace, 
And leave no tracks i'th' snow of her pure face : 
But when this virtue must needs fall, to rise, 
The brightest constellation in the skies. 
When we in characters of fire shall read 
How clear she was alive, how spotless dead ; 
All you that are akin to piety, 
For only yon can her close mourners be, 
Draw near, and make of hallowed tears a dearth ; 
Goodness and Justice both, are fled the earth. 

If this be to be thankful, Fve a heart 
Broken with vows, eaten with grateful smart. 
And beside this, the wild world nothing hath 
Worth any thing, but her provoked wrath: 
So then who thinks to satisfy in time. 
Must give a satisfaction for that crime: 
Since she alone knows the gifts* value^ she 
Can only to herself requital be. 
And worthily to th^ life paint her own story 
In its true colours and full native glory ; 
Which when perhaps she shall be heard to tell. 
Buffoons and thieves ceasing to do ill, 
Shall blush into a virgin innocence. 
And then woo others from the same offence ; 
The robber and the murderer in spite 
Of his red spots shall startle into white : 
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All good (rewards laid by) shall still increase 
For love of her, and villany decease; 
Naught be ignote, not so much out of fear 
Of being punishM, as offending her : 

Sa that when as my future daring bays 
Shall bow itself in laurels to her praise. 
To crown her conq'ring goodness and proclaim 
The due renown, and glories of her name ; 
My wit shall be so wretched, and so poor, 
That 'stead of praising, I shall scandal her, 
And leave when with my purest art IVe done 
Scarce the design of what she is begun; 
Yet men shall send me home, admir'd, exact. 
Proud that I could from her so well detract. 

Where then, thou bold instinct, shall I begin 
My endless task ? To thank her were a sin 
Great as not speak, and not to speak a blame 
Beyond what's worst, such as doth want a name ; 
So thou my all, poor gratitude, ev'n thou 
In this, wilt an unthankful office do : 
Or wilt I fling all at her feet I have ? 
My life, my love, my very soul a slave ? 
Tie my free spirit only unto her. 
And yield up my affection prisoner? 
Fond thought in tliis thou teachest me to give 
What first was hers, since by her breath I live ; 
And hast but show'd me how I may resign 
Possession of those things are none of mine. 
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TO THE SCHOLARS. 

A COMEDY PRESENTED AT THE WHITE-FRIARS. 

A GENTLEMAN, to gi^e US somewhat new, * 

Hath brought up Oxford With him to show you; 
Pray be not frighted — though the scene and gownSi 
The universities, the wits, the towns ; 
The lines, each honest Englishman may speak; 
Yet not mistake his mother-tongue for Greek, 
For still 'twas part of his vow'd liturgy. 
From learned comedies deliver me ! 
Wishing all those that lov*d 'em here asleep. 
Promising scholars, but no scholarship. 

You'd smile to see how he does vex and shake, 
Speaks naught, but if the prologue does but take, 
Or the first act were past the pikes once, then-— 
Then hopes and joys, then frowns and fears again, 
Then blushes like a virgin now to be 
Robb'd of his comical virginity 
In presence of you all; in short, you'd say 
More hopes of mirth are in his looks, than Play. 

These fears are for the noble and the wise ; 
But if 'mongst you there are such foul dead eyes 
As can damn unarraign'd, call law their powers; 
Judging it sin enough that it is ours, 
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And with the house shift their decreed desires. 
Fair still to th' black, black still to the White-friars; 
He does protest he will sit down and weep, 
Castles and pyramids 



no, he will on 



Proud to be rais*d by such destruction, 
So far from quarreling with himself and wit, 
That he will thank them for the benefit; 
Since finding nothing worthy of their hate. 
They reach him that themselves must envy at. 



THE EPILOGUE. 

The stubborn author of the trifle, crime, 
That just now cheated you of two hours time. 
Presumptuous, it lik't' him, began to grow 
Careless, whether it pleased you or no. 

But we who ground th' excellence of a play 
On what the women at the doors will say, 
Who judge it by the benches, and afford 
To take your money ere his oath or word 
His Scholars schooFd, said if he had been wise 
He should have wove in one, two comedies ; 
The first for th' gallery, in which the throne 
To their amazement should descend alone. 
The rosin-lightning flash, and monster spire 
Squibs, and words hotter than his fire. 
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Th' other for the gentlemen o'th' pit, 
Like to themselves, all spirit, fancy, wit, 
In which plots should be subtle as a flame, 
Disguises would make Proteus still the same: 
Humours so rarely humour'd, and expressed, 
That ev'n they should think 'em so, not dress'd ; 
Vices acted and applauded too, times « 
Tickled, and th' actors acted, not their crimes, 
So he might equally applause have gain'd 
Of th' hardened, sooty, and the snowy hand. 

Where now one so so spatters, t'other, no ; . 
Tis his first play, 'twere solecism 't should go ; 
The next it show'd prettily, but searched within 
It appears bare and bald, as is his chin ; 
The town-wit sentences ; a scholar's play ! 
Pish ! I know not why — ^bat they've not the way. 

We, whose gain is all our pleasure, ev'n these 
Are bound by justice and religion to please : 
Which he whose pleasure's all his gain, goes by 
As slightly as they do his comedy. 

Culls out the few, the worthy, at whose feet 
He sacrifices both himself, and it 
His fancy's first fruits : profit he knows none 
Unless that of your approbation. 
Which if your thoughts at going out will pay, 
He'll not look further for a second day. 
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<SIttoy]^on anti Xttcippe ttan$slat(l). 



TO THE LADIES. 

Pray, ladies, breath ; awhile lay by 
Celestial Sidney's arcady; 
Herp's a story that doth claim 
A little respite from his flame: 
Then with a quick dissolving look 
Unfold the smoothness of this book, 
To which no art (except your sight) 
Can.reach a worthy epithet; 
^Tis an abstract of all Tolumes, 
A pilaster of all columns 
Fancy e'er rear'd to wit, to be 
The smallest god's epitome. 
And so compactedly express 
All lovers pleasing wretchedness. 

Gallant Pamela's majesty. 
And her sweet sister's modesty 
Are fix'd in each of you ; yon are 
Distinct, what these together were, 
Divinest that are really 
What Cariclea's feign'd to be ; 
That are ev'ry one the nine, 
And brighter here Astrea's shine, 
View our Lucippe, and remain 
In her, these beauties o'er again. 

d2 
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Amazement ! noble Clitophon^ 
Ev'n now looked somewhat colder on 
His cooler mistress, and she too 
Smil'd not as she us'd to do; 
See ! the individual pair 
Are at sad odds, and parted are ; 
They quarrel, emulate, and stand 
At strife, who first shall kiss your hand. 

A new dispute there lately rose 
Betwixt the Greeks and Latins, whose 
Temple's should be bound with glory 
In best languaging this story ; 
Ye heirs of love, that with one smile 
A ten years war can reconcile ; 
Peaceful Helens ! virtuous ! see ! 
The jaring languages agree. 
And here all arms laid by, they do 
In English meet, to wait on you. 



TO MY 

TRULY VALIANT LEARNED FRIENI 

WHO IN HIS BOOK RESOLVED THE ART GLAD! AT 
INTO THE MATHEMATICS. 

Hark, reader ! wilt be leamM i'th* wan^? 

A genVal in a gown? 
Strike a league with arts and scars, 

And snatch from each a crown? 
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Wouldst be a wonder? Such a one, 
As shoald win with a look, 

A bishop in a garrison, 
And conquer by the book ? 

Take then this mathematic shield, 
And henceforth by its rules, 

Be able to dispute iHh' field, 
And combat in the schools. 

Whilst peaceful learning once again, 
And the soldier so concord, 

As that he fights now with her pen, 
And she writes with his sword. 



HIS CHLORIS, ARIGO, AND GRATIANA. 



AN ELEGY. 

It was Amyntor*s grore that Chloris 
For ever echoes, and her glories 
Chloris, the gentlest shepherdess 
That ever lawns and lambs did bless ( 
Her breath like to the whispering wind 
Was calm as thought, sweet as her mind ; 
Her lips like coral gates kept in 
The perfume and the pearl within; 
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Her eyes a double-flaming torch 
That always shines, and never scorch: 
Herself the heav'n in which did meet 
The all of bright, of fair and sweet. 

Here was I brought with that delight 
That separated souls take flight ; 
And when my reason caliM my sense 
Back somewhat from this excellence, 
That I could see ; I did begin 
T' observe the curious ordering 
Of every room, where 'ts hard to know 
Which most excels in scent or show; 
Arabian gums do breathe here forth, 
And th' east's come over to the north ; 
The winds have brought their hire of sweet 
To see Amyntor Chloris greet ; 
Balm and Nard, and each perfume 
To bless this pair, chafe and consume, 
And th' Phoenix, see ! already fries ! 
Her nest a fire in Chloris' eyes ! 
Next the great and powerful hand 
Beckons my thoughts unto a stand 
Of Titian, Raphael, Georgone, 
Whose art even 7ia/iir« hath outdone ; 
For if weak nature only can 
Intend, not perfect what is man, 
These certainly we must prefer 
Who mended what the wrought, and her; 
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And sure the shadows of those rare 
And kind incomparable fair 
Are livelier nobler company. 
Than if they could or speak or see : 
For these I ask without a tush 
Can kiss or touch, without a blush, 
And we are taught that substance is, 
If unenjoy'd, but th' shade of bliss. 

Now every saint clearly divine 
Is clos'd so in her several shrine ; 
The gems so rarely, richly set, 
For them we love the cabinet ; 
So intricately plac'd withal. 
As if th' embroidered the wall. 
So that the pictures seem'd to be 
But one continued tapestry. 

After this travel of mine eyes 
We sate, and pitied deities ; 
We bound our loose hair with the vine, 
The poppy and the eglantine ; 
One swell'd an oriental bowl 
Full, as a grateful, loyal soul 
To Chloris ! — Chloris ! hear, oh hear ! 
'Tis pledged above in every sphere. 

Now straight the Indian's richest prize 
Is kindled a glad sacrifice ; 
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Clouds are sent up on win^ of thyme^ 

Amber, pomgranates, jessamine, 

And through our earthem conduits sore 

Higher than altars fum'd before. 

So drench'd we our oppressing cares, 

And cbokM the wide jaws of our fears. 

Whilst ravish'd thus we did devise 

If this were not a Paradise 

In all, except these harmless sins; 

Behold ! flew in two cherubins 

Clear as the sky from whence they came. 

And brighter than the sacred flame: 

The boy adorned with modesty, 

Yet armed so with majesty. 

That if the thund'rer again 

His eagle sends she stoops in vain ; 

Besides his innocence he took 

A sword and casquet, and did look 

Like Love in arms ; he wrote but five. 

Yet spake eighteen, each grace did strive 

And twenty cupids thronged forth. 

Who first should show his prettier worth. 

But oh, the nymph ! did you e'er know 
Carnation mingled with snow ? 
Or have you seen the lightning shroud. 
And straight break through th' opposing cloud? 
So ran her blood such was its hue ; 
So through her veil her bright hair flew, 
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And yet its glory did appear 

But tliio, because lier eyes were near. 

Blooming boy, and blossoming maid, 
May your fair sprigs be ne'er betrayed 
To eating worm, or fouler storm ; 
No serpent lurk to do them harm ; 
No sharp frost cut, no north-wind tear, 
The verdure of that fragrant hair; 
But may the sun and gentle weather. 
When you are both grown ripe together. 
Load you with fruit, such as your father 
From you with all the joys doth gather; 
And may you when one branch is dead 
Graft such another in its stead, 
Lasting thus ever in your prime 
Till th* scythe is snatched away from Time. 



AGAINST THE LOVE OF GREAT ONES. 

Unhappy youth, betrayed by fate, 
To such a love hath sainted hate, 
And damned those celestial bonds 
Are only knit with equal hands ; 
.The love of great ones ! ^s a love 
Gods are incapable to prove ; 

d3 



68 LOVELACE'S 

' For where there is a joy uneven 
There never, never can be heaven : 
Tis such a love as is not sent 
To fiends as yet for punishment ; 
Ixion willingly doth feel 
The gyre of his eternal wheel. 
Nor would he now exchange his pain 
For clouds and goddesses again. 
Wouldst thou with tempests lie? then I 
To the rougher furrows of her brow ; 
Or make a thunder-bolt thy choice ? 
Then catch at her more fatal voice ; 
Or 'gender with the lightning? try 
The subtler flashes of her eye : 
Poor Semele well knew the same, 
Who both embraced her god and flame ; 
And not alone in soul did bum 
But in this love did ashes turn. 

How ill doth majesty enjoy 
The bow and gaiety of the boy. 
As if the purple-robe should sit 
And sentence give i'th' chair of wit. 

Say, ever dying wretch, to whom 
Each answer is a certain doom. 
What is it that you would possess, 
The Countess, or the naked Bess? 
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If yoa mean her, the very her 

Abstracted from her character ; 

Unhappy boy ! yoa may as soon 

With fawning wanton with the moon. 

Or with an amorous comi^aint 

Get prostitute your very saint ; 

Not that we are not mortal, or 

Fly Venus' altars, or abhor 

The self-same knack for which you pine; 

But we (defend us !) are divine 

Female, but madam-bom, and come 

From a right honourable womb : 

Shall we then mingle with the base, 

And bring a silver-tinsel race ? 

Whilst th' issue noble will not pass. 

The gold allay'd, almost half brass. 

And th' blood in each vein doth appear : 

Part thick Boorein, part Lady Clear: 

Like to the sordid insects sprung 

From father sun, and mother dung ; 

Yet lose we not the hold we have, 

But faster grasp the trembling slave ; 

Play at balloon with's heart, and wind 

The strings like skeins, steal into his mind 

Ten thousand hells, and feigned joys 

Far worse than they, whilst like whipp'd boys. 

After this scourge he*s hush with toys. 
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This heard, sir, play still in her eyes. 
And be a dying, lives, like flies 
Caught by their angle-legs, and whom 
The torch laughs piecemeal to consume. 



Stitaftta 

PAYING HER OBSEQUIES TO THE CHASTE MEMC 

MY DEAREST COUSIN 

•MRS. BOWES BARNE. 

See ! what an undisturbed tear 
She weeps for her last sleep; 

But viewing her straight wak'd a star, 
She weeps that she did weep. 

Grief ne'er before did tyrannize 
On th' honour of that brow. 

And at the wheels of her brave eyes 
Was captive led till now. 

# 

Thus for a saint's apostacy 

The unimagin'd woes, 
And sorrows of the hierarchy, 

NoQe but an angel knows. 

Thus for lost souls recovery. 

The clapping of all wings. 
And triumphs of this victory, 

None but an angel sings. 
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So none but she knows to bemoan 

This equal virgin's fate. 
None but Lucasta can her crown 

Of glory celebrate. 

Then dart on me (chaste light) one ray 

By which I may descry 
Thy joy clear through this cloudy day 

To dress my sorrow by. 



®o Sltj^ea, from ^citton. 



SONG. 

8BT BY DR. JOHN WILSON, 

When love with unconfined wings 

Hovers within my gates ; 
And my divine Althea brings . 

To whisper at the gprates: 
When I lie tangled in her hair. 

And fetter'd to her eye ; 
The gods that wanton in the air, 

Know no such liberty. 

When flowing cups run swiftly round 
With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses bound, 
Our hearts with loyal flames ; 
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When thirsty g^ef Id wine we steep. 
When healths and draughts go free, 

Fishes that tipple in the deep, 
Know no such liberty. 

When (like committed linnets) I 

With shriller throat shall sing 
The sweetness, mercy, migesty, 

And glories of my King ; 
When I shall voice aloud, how good 

He is, how great should be; 
Enlarged winds that curl the flood. 

Know no such liberty. 

Stone walls do not a prison make. 

Nor iron bars a cage; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage; 
If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my soul am free ; 
Angels alone that soar above 

Enjoy such liberty. 
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Veins tteaUH^ 



TO ELINDA. 

For cherries plenty, and for enrraDS, 
Enongh for fifty were there more on's ; 
For ells of beer, Antes of canary 
That well did wash down pasties-mary; 
For peason, chickens, sauces high, 
Pig and the widow-yen'son-pie 
With certain promise, to yoor brother, 
Of the virginity of another. 
Where it is thought I too may peep in 
With knuckles far as any deep in; 
For glasses, heads, hands, bellies full 
Of wine, and loin right-worshipftill; 
Whether all o^ or more behind-a 
Thanks free'st, freshest, fkir EUnda: 
Thanks for my visit not disdaining, 
Or at the least thanks for your feigning; 
For if your mercy door were lock'd-well 
I should be justly soundly knock'd-well ; 
Cause that in doggrel I did mutter 
Not one rhyme to you from dam-Rotter, 
Next beg I to present my duty 
To pregnant sister in prime beauty, 
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Whom well I deem (ere few months elder. 
Will take out Hans from pretty Kelder,) 
And to the sweetly fair Mabella, 
A match that vies with Arabella ; 
In each respect but tlie misfortune, 
Fortune, fate I thee importune. 

Nor must I pass the pretty Alice, 
Whose health I'd quaff in golden chalice; 
But since that fate hath made me neuter, 
I only can in beaker pewter : 
But who'd forget, or yet left unsung 
The doughty acts of George the young son. 
Who yesterday to save his sister 
Had slain the snake, had he not miss*d her : 
But I shall leave him till a nag on 
He gets to prosecute the dragon ; 
And then with help of sun and taper, 
Fill with his deeds twelve reams of paper. 
That Amadis, Sir Guy, and Topaz 
With his fleet neigher shall keep no-pace. 
But now to close all I must switch-hard. 
Servant ever ; 

Lovelace Richard. 
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SONNET 

TO GENERAL GORING, AFTER THE PACIFICATION AT 

BERWICK. 

A LA CHABOT, 

Now the peace is made at the foe^s rate. 
Whilst men of arms to kettles their old helms translate. 

And drink in caskes of honourable plate ; 
In every hand a cup be found, 
That from all hearts a health may sound 
To Goring! to Goring ! see^t go round. 

He whose glories shine so brave and high, 
That captive they in triumph lead each ear and eye, 

Claiming uncombated the victory ; 
And from the earth to heav'n rebound, 
Fix'd there eternal as this round. 
To Goring! to Goring! see him crowned. 

To his lovely bride in love with scars, 
Whose eyes wound deep in peace, as doth his sword 
in wars, 
They shortly must depose the queen of stars : 
Her cheeks the morning blushes give, 
And the benighted world reprieve ; 
To liettice ! to Lettice ! let her live. 
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Give me scorching heat, thy heat dry sun, 
That to this pair I may drink off an oce^n. 

Yet leave my grateful thirst unquench'd, nudone 
Or a full bowl of heav'nly wine, 
In which dissolved stars should shine 
To the couple ! to the couple ! th'are divine. 



SIR THOMAS WORTLEY'S SONNET. 

No more 
Thou litttle winged archer, now no more 

As heretofore, 
Thou may'st pretend within my breast to bide 

No more, 
Since cruel Death of dearest Lindamore 

Hath me deprived, 
I bid adieu to love, and all the world beside. 

Go, go ; 
Lay by thy quiver and unbend thy bow 

Poor silly foe, 
Thou spend'st thy shafts but at my breast in vaii 

Since death 
My heart hath with a fatal icy dart 

Already slain. 
Thou canst not ever hope to warm her wound, 

Or wound it o'er again. 
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SIR THOMAS WORTLEY'S SONNET 

answered. 

Again, 
Thoa witty, crael, wanton, now again, 

Through ev'ry vein, 
Hurl all your lightning, and strike ev'ry dart, 

Again, 
Before I feel this pleasing, pleasing pain, 

I have no heart. 
Nor can I live, but sweetly mnrder'd with 

So dear, so dear a smart. 

Then fly. 
And kindle all your torches at her eye. 

To make me die 
Her martyr, and put on my robe of flame: 

Sol, 
Advanced on my blazing wings on high, 

In death became 
Enthroned a star, and ornament unto 

Her glorious name. 
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9 suiItU$($( SaDs impti$(oneD ; after penanccli* 



SONG. 

S£r BY MR, WILLIAM LAfTEB, 

Hark, fair one, how whatever here is 
Doth laugh and sing at thy distress, 
Not out of hate to thy relief, 
But joy, t'enjoy thee, though in grief. 

See ! that which chains you, you chain here ; 

The prison is thy prisoner; 

How much thy jailor's keeper art, 

He binds your hands, but you his heart. 

The gyres to rase so smooth a skin, 
Are so unto themselves within. 
But blest to kiss so fair an arm ; 
Haste to be happy with that harm. 

And play about thy wanton wrist. 
As if in them thou so wert dress'd ; 
But if too rough, too hard they pr^ss. 
Oh, they but closely, closely kiss. 

And as thy bare feet bless the way 
The people do not mock, but pray. 
And caird thee as amaz'd they run 
Instead of prostitute, a nun. 
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The merry torch bums with desire 
To kindle the eternal fire, 
And lightly dances in thine eyes 
To tunes of Epithalamies. 

The sheet tied ever to thy waist. 
How thankfpl to be so embraced! 
And see ! thy very, very bonds, 
Are bound to thee to biud such hands. 



VPON THE CURTAIN OV 

LUCASTA'S PICTURE, 

IT WAS THUS WROUGHT. 

Oh stay that covetous hand— first turn all eye, 
All depth, and mind; then mystically spy 
Her soars fair picture, her fair soul*s, in all — 
So truly copied from th' original ; 
That you will swear her body by this law, 
Is but its shadow, as this its,— -now draw. 



TO Hit DEAR BROTHER 

COI^ONEL F. L. 

IMMODERATELY MOURNING MY BROTHER'S UNTIMELY 
DEATH AT CARMARTHEN. 

If tears could wash the ill away, 
A pearl for each wet bead I'd pay ; 
But as dew'd com the fuller grows, 
So watered eyes bat swell our woes. 



70 LOVELACE'S 

One drop another calls, which still 
Grief adding fuel, doth distil ; 
Too fruitful of herself is anguish; 
We need no cherishing to language. 

Coward Fate, degenerate man 
Like little children uses, when 
He whips us first until we weep, 
Then 'cause we still a weeping keep. 

Then from thy firm self never swerve ; 
Tears fat the grief that they should starve ; 
Iron decrees of destiny 
Are ne*er wip'd out with a wet eye. 

But this way you may gain the field, 
Oppose but sorrow and 'twill yield; 
One gallant thorough-made resolve 
Doth starry influence dissolve. 



An Sieges. 



ON THE DEATH OF MRS. CASSANDRA COTTON^ ONLY 
SISTER TO MR. C. COTTON, 

Hither with hallowed steps as is the ground 
That must enshrine this saint with looks profound, 
And sad asp6cts, as the dark veils you wear. 
Virgins opp^ess'd draw gently, gently near; 
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Enter the dismal chancel of this room, 
Where each pale guest -stands fix'd a living tomb, 
With trembling bands help to remove this earth 
To its last death, and first victorious birth : 
Let gums and incense fome, who are at strife 
To enter th' hearse and breath in it new life; 
Mingle your steps with flowers as you go, 
Which as they haste to fade will speak your woe. 

And when y'have placed your tapers on her urn, 
How poor a tribute 'tis to weep and mourn ! 
That flood the channel of your eyelids fills, 
When you lose trifles, or whaf s less, your wiUs. 
If you'll be worthy of these obsequies, 
Be blind unto the^ world, and drop your eyes ; 
Waste and consume, bum downward as this fire 
That's fed no more, so willingly expire ; 
Pass through the cold and obscure narrow way, 
Then light your torches at the spring of day, 
There with her triumph in your victory^ 
Such joy alone and such solemnity 
Becomes this Mineral of virginity. 

Or, if you faint to be so blest: oh hear! 
If not to die, dare but to live like her: 
Dare to live virgins till the honoured age 
Of thrice fifteen calls matrons on the stage, 
Whilst not a blemish or least stain is seen 
On your white robe 'twfect fifty and fifteen; 
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But as it in your swathing-bands was given, 
Bring't in your winding-sheet unsoil^d to heav'n. 
Dare to do purely, without compact good. 
Or herald, by no one understood 
But him, who now in thanks bows either knee. 
For th' early benefit and secresy. 

Dare to affect a serious holy sorrow, 
To which delights of palaces are narrow, 
And lasting as their smiles, dig you a room 
Where practice, the probation of your tomb. 
With ever-bended knees and piercing prayV 
Smooth the rough pass through craggy earth tc air ; 
Flame there as lights that shipwrecked mariners 
May put in safely, and secure their fears. 
Who adding to your joys, now owe you theirs. 

Virgins, if thus you dare but courage take 
To follow her in life, else through this lake 
Of nature wade, and break her earthly bars, 
Y'are ^*d with her upon a throne of stars 
Arched with a pure heav'n chrystaline. 
Where round you love and joy for ever shine. 

But you are dumb, as what you do lament 
More senseless than her very monument 
Which at your weakness weeps — spare that vain tear ! 
Enough to burst the rev'rcnd sepulchre : 
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Rise and walk home ; there groaning prostrate fall 
And celebrate yonr own sad funeral; 
For howsoe'er you move, may hear or see 
You are more dead and buried than she. 



Xucaitta'it ZSaorll). 



EPODE. 



Cold as the breath of winds that blow 
To silver shot descending snow, 
Lucasta sate ; when she did close 

The world in frosty chains ! 
And then a frown to rubies froze 
The blood boiFd in our veins : 
Yet cooled not the heat her sphere 
Of beauties first had kindled there. 

Then mov'd, and vnth a sudden flame 
Impatient to melt all again, 
Straight from her eyes she lightning hurFd^ 

And earth in ashes mourns ; 
The sun his blaze denies the world, 
And in her lustre burns: 
Yet warmed not the hearts, her nice 
Disdain had first congealed to ice. 

E 
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And now her tears nor griev*d desire 

Can quench this raging, pleasing fire ; 

Fate but one way allows ; behold 

Her smiles divinity ! 
They fann'd this heat, and thawed that cold, 
So framed up a new sky. 
Thus earth from flames and ice reprieved. 
Ere since hath in her sunshine liv'd. 



TO A LADY THAT DESIRED ME I WOULD BEAR MY PART 

WITH HER IN A SONG. 

MADAM A. L. 

This is the prettiest motion : 
Madam, th' alarums of a drum 
That calls your lord, set to your cries. 
To mine are sacred symphonies. 

What, though 'tis said I have a voice ; 
I know 'tis but that hollow noise 
Which (as it through my pipe doth speed) 
Bitterns do carol through a reed ; 
In the same key with monkies jigs. 
Or dirges of proscribed pigs, 
Or the soft serenades above 
In calm of night, when cats make love. 

Was ever such a consort seen ! 
Fourscore and fourteen with fourteen? 
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Yet sooner they'll agree, one pair, 
Than we in our spring-winter air; 
They may embrace, sigh, kiss the rest : 
Our breath knows nought but east and west 
Thus have I heard to childrens' cries. 
The fair nurse 'still such lullabies 
That well all said (for what there lay) 
The pleasure did the sorrow pay. 

Sure there's another way to save 
Your fancy, madam, thafs to have 
(Tis but petitioning kind fate) 
The organs sent to Billingsgate ; 
Where they to that soft murm'riug quire 
Shall reach you all you can admire ! 
Or do but hear how love-bang Kate, 
In pantry dark, iotfreage of mate, 
With edge of steel the square wood shapes, 
And Dido to it chaunts or scrapes. 
The merry Phaeton oHh* car, 
Youll vow makes a melodious jar ; 
Sweeter and sweeter whistleth he 
To unanointed axletree ; 
Such swift notes he and's wheels do run ; 
For me, I yield him Phoebus' son. 

Say, fair commandress, can it be 
You should ordain a mutiny ? 

e2 
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For where I howl, all accents fait 
As kings, harangues to one and all. 

Ulysses art is now withstood, 
You ravish both with sweet and good ; 
Saint Syren sing, for I dare hear, 
But when I ope' oh stop your ear. 

Far less be't emulation 
To pass me, or in trill or tone 
Like the thin throat of Philomel ; 
And the smart lute, who should excel. 
As if her soft chords should begin 
And strive for sweetness with the pin. 

Yet can I music too ; but such, 
As is beyond all voice or touch ; 
My mind can in fair order chime. 
Whilst my true heart still beats the time : 
My soul so full of harmony, 
That it with all parts can agree : 
If you wind up to the highest fret 
It shall descend an eighth from it, 
And when you shall vouchsafe to fall 
Sixteen above you it shall call, 
And yet so dis-assenting one. 
They both shall meet an unison. 

Come then, bright cherubim, begin ! 
My loudest music is within : 
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Take- all notes with your skilful eyes. 
Hark, if mine do not sympathise! 
Sound all my thoughts, and see expressed 
The tablatUre of my large breast ; 
Then you'll admit that I too can 
Music above dead sounds of man ; 
Such as alone doth bless the spheres, 
Not to be reach'd with human ears. 



VALIANT LOVE. 

Now, fie upon that everlasting life, I die ! 

She hates ! ah, me ! it makes me mad ; 
As if love fir'd his torch at a moist eye, 

Or with his joys e*er crown'd the sad ? 
Oh, let me live and shout when I fall on ! 

Let me ev'n triumph in the first attempt! 

Love's duellist from conquests not exempt 
When his fair murderess shall not gain one groan. 
And he expire ev'n in ovation. 

Let me make my approach when I lie down 
With counter-wrought and traverse eyes ; 

With peals of confidence batter the town : 
Had ever beggar yet the keys? 

No, I will vary storms with sun and wind ; 
Be rough, and offer calm condition, 
March in (and pray'd) or starve the garrison, 

Let her make sallies hourly, yet I'll find 

(Though all beat off) she's to be undcrmin'd. 
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Then may it please your little Excellence 
Of Hearts, f ordain by sound of lips, 

That henceforth none in tears dare love commence 
(Her thoughts iHh' full, his in th* eclipse). 

On pain of having's lance broke on her bed. 
That he be branded all free beauties slave. 
And his own hollow eyes be doom'd his grave : 

Since in your host that coward ne'er was fed 

Who to his prostrate e'er was prostrated. 



THE APOSTACY OF ONE, AND BUT ONE LADY. 

That frantic error I adore. 

And am confirm'd the earth turns round ; 
Now satisfied o'er and o'er. 

As rolling waves so flows the ground. 
And as her neighbour reels the shore : 

Find such a woman says she loves, 

She's that fix'd heav'n which never moves. 

In marble, steel, or porphyry, 

Who carves or stamps his arms or face, 
liooks it by rust or storm must dye : 

This woman's love no time can raze, 
Harden'd like ice in the sun's eye. 

Or your reflection in a glass. 

Which keeps possession though you pass. 
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We not behold a watch's hand 

To stir, nor plants or flowers to grow : 
Must we infer that this doth stand. 

And therefore that those do not blow? 
This she acts calmer, like heav'n*s brand 

The stedfast lightning, slow love's dart, 

She kills but ere we feel the smart. 

Oh, she is constant as the wind 

That revels in an ev'ning's air ! 
Certain, as ways unto the blind. 

More real than her flatf ries are ; 
Gentle, as chains that honour bind, 

More faithful than an Hebrew Jew, 

But as the devil not half so true. 



Za iSella iSona l&ota* 

TO MY LADY H. 



ODE. 



Tell me, ye subtle judges in love's treasury. 
Inform me which hath most enrich'd mine eye, 
This diamond's greatness, or its clarity ? 

Ye cloudy spark-lights, whose vast multitude 
Of fires are harder to be found than view'd, 
Wait on this star in her first magnitude. 
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Calmly or roughly ! ah, she shines too much ! 
That now I lie (her influence is such), 
Crushed with too strong a hand, or soft a touch. 

Lovers, beware ! a certain, double harm 

Waits your proud hopes, her looks all killing charm 

Guarded by her as true victorious arm. 

Thus with her eyes brave Tamyris spake dread. 
Which when the king's dull breast not entered, 
Finding she could not look, she struck him dead. 



I CANNOT tell who loves the skeleton 

Of a poor marmoset, nought but bone, bone. 

Give me a nakedness with her clothes on. 

Such whose white satin upper coat of skin, 
Cut upon velvet rich incarnadine. 
Has yet a body (and of flesh) within. 

Sure it is meant good husbandry in men, 

Who do incorporate with aery lean, 

T* repair their sides, and get th^ir rib again. 

Hard hap unto that huntsman that decrees 
Fat joys for all his sweat, when as he sees, 
After his 'say, nought but his keeper's fees. 
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Then, love, I beg, when next thon tak*st thy bow, 
Thy angry shafts, and dost heart-chasing go ; 
Pass rascal deer, strike me the largest doe. 



ft Za iSotttiboti. 



DONNEZ MOI PLUS DE PITIE OU PLUS DE CRtTAFLTJ:., CAR 
SANS CUE ME PUIS PAS YIVRE, NI MOURIR. 



Divine destroyer, pity me no more. 

Or else more pity me ; 
Give me more love, ah, quickly g^ve me more, 

Or else more cruelty ! 

For left thus as I am, 

My heart is ice and flame ; 

And languishing thus I 

Can neither live nor die ! 

Your glories are eclips'd, and hidden in the grave 

Of this indifferency ; 
And, Cselia, you can neither altars have. 

Nor I a deity: 

They are aspects divine 

That still, or smile, or shine, 

Or like th' offended sky 

Frown death immediately. 

e3 
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THE FAIR BEGGAR. 

Commanding asker, if it be 
Pity that you fain would have 

Then I turn beggar unto thee, 

And ask the thing that thou dost crave; 

I will suffice thy hungry need 

So thou wilt but my fancy feed. 

In all ill years was't ever known 
On so much beauty such a dearth? 

Which in that thrice-bequeathed gown 
Looks like the sun eclipsM with earth, 

Like gold in canvass, or with dirt 

Unsoiled ermines close begirt. 

Yet happy he that can but taste 
This whiter skin who thirsty is. 

Fools dote on satin motions lacM, 
The gods go naked in their bliss. 

At th' barrel's head there shines the Tine, 

There only relishes the wine. 

There quench my heat, and thou shalt sup 
Worthy the lips that it must touch : 

Nectar from out the starry cup, 
I beg thy breath not half so much ; 

So both our wants supplied shall be, 

Youll give for love, I charity. 



POEMS. 83 



Cheap then are pearl embroideries 
That not adorn, but clouds thy waist. 

Thou shait be oloth'd above all price, 
If thou wilt promise me embraced, 

We'll ransack neither chest nor shelf, 

111 cover thee with mine own self. 

But cruely if thou dost deny 
This necessary alms to me; 

What soft-sonlM man but with his eye 
And hand will hence be shut to thee? 

Since all must judge yon more unkind ; 

I starve the body, you my mind. 



UPON HIS LATE RECOVERY. 



A PARADOX. 

How I grieve that I am well, 
All my health was in my sickness ; 

Go then, destiny, and tell 
Very death is in this quickness. 

Such a fate rules over me 

That I glory when I languish, 
And do bless the remedy 

That doth feed, not quench my anguish. 
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Twas a gentle warmth that ceas'd 

In the vizard of a fever; 
But I fear I now am eas'd 

All the flames since I must leave her. 

Eyes, though wither*d, circled me, 

When unto her voice inured 
Like those who by harmony 

Only can be throughly cured. 

Sweet sure was that malady, 
Whilst the pleasant angel hover'd, 

Which ceasing they are all as I, 
Angry that they are recovered. 

And as men in hospitals, 

That are maim*d, are lodged and dined ; 
But when once their danger falls, 

Ah, they're healed to be pined! 

Fainting so I might before 

Sometime have the leave to hand her. 
But lusty, am beat out of door. 

And for love compelled to wander. 



AM YNTOR, FROM BEYOND THE SEA, TO ALEXIS. 

A DIALOGUE. 



AMYNTOR. 

Alexis ! ah, Alexis ! can it be 
Though so much wet and dry 
Doth drown our eye, 

Thou keep*st thy winged voice from me ? 

ALEXIS. 

Amyntor, a profounder sea I fear 
Hath swallow'd me, where now 
My arms do row, 

I float rth' ocean of a tear. 

Lucasta weeps lest I look back and tread 
Your wat'ry land again. 

AMYNTOR. 

rd through the rain. 
Such show'rs are quickly overspread. 

Conceive how joy after this short divorce 

Will circle her with beams. 

When like your streams 
You shall roll back with kinder force. 
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And call the helping winds to vent your thoughts. 

ALEXIS. 

Amyntor ! Chloris, where. 
Or in what sphere 
Say may that glorious fair be sought ? 

AMYNTOR. 

She's now the centre of these arms ere blest, 

Whence may she never move 

Till time and love 
Haste to their everlasting rest. 

ALEXIS. 

Ah, subtle swain! doth not my flame rise high 

As yours, and bum as hot? 

Am not I shot 
With the self-same artillery? 

And can I breathe without her aur? Am ynt. Why then 

From the tempestuous earth. 

Where blood and dearth 
Reign 'stead of kings, again — 

Waft thyself over; and lest storms from far 

Arise, bring in our sight 

The seas delight, 
Lucasta, that bright northern star. 
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ALEXIS. 

Bat as we cut the rugged deep, I fear 

The green-god stops his fell 

Chariot of shell, 
And snoiooths the main to ravish her. 

AMYNTOR. 

Oh no, the prince of water's fires are done^ 

He as his empire old 

And rivers cold, 
Mis queen now runs a bed to the sun ; 

But all his treasure he shall ope' that day : 

Tritons shall sound, his fleet 

In silver meet, 
And to her their rich offerings pay. 

ALEXIS. 

We fly, Amyntor, not amaz'd how sent 

By water, earth, or air : 

Or if with her 

By fire ev'n there 
I move in mine own element. 
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A LADY WITH A FALCON ON HER FIS' 

TO THE HONOURABLE MY COUSIN A. L. 

This queen of prey (now prey to you), 

Fast to that perch of ivory 
In silver chains and silken due. 

Hath now made full thy victory. 

The swelling admiral of the dread 

Cold deep, burnt in thy flames, oh fair ! 

Was't not enough, but thou must lead. 
Bound too, the princess of the air? 

Unarmed of wings and scaly oar. 

Unhappy crawler on the land. 
To what heav'n fly'st? div'st to what shore 

That her brave eyes do not command? 

Ascend the chariot of the sun 
From her bright pow'r to shelter thee: 

Her captive (fool) outga^es him ; 
Ah, what lost wretches then are we ! 

Now, proud usurpers, on the right 
Of sacred beauty hear your doom ; 

Recant your sex, your mas'tryy might, 
Lower you cannot be overcome. 
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Kepent ye ere nam*d, he or head. 
For y*are in falcons monarchy, 

Aod in that just dominion bred 
In which the nohler is the she. 



CALLING LUCASTA FROM HER RETIREMENT. 

ODE. 

From the dire monument of thy black room 
Where now that vestal flame thon dost entomb, 
As in the inmost cell of all earth's womb. 

Sacred Lucasta, like the powerful ray 

Of heavenly tmth, pass this Cimmerian way, 

Whilst all the standards of yonr beams display. 

Arise, and climb oar whitest highest hill. 

These your sad thoughts with joy and wonder fill, 

And see seas calm as earth, earth as your will. 

Behold how lightning like a taper flies 
And gilds your chariot, but ashamed dies. 
Seeing itself out-gloried by yoiir eyes. 

Threat'ning and boisf rous tempests gently bow, 
And to your steps part in soft paths, when now 
Thei:e no where hangs a cloud, but on yonr brow. 
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No showVs but 'twixt your lids, nor gelid snow, 
But what your whiter chaster breast doth owe. 
Whilst winds in chains colder your sorrow blow. 

Shrill trumpets do only sound to eat, 
Artillery hath laden ey'ry dish with meat. 
And drums at ev^ry health alarums beat. 

All things, Lucasta, but Lucasta call. 
Trees borrow tongues, waters in accents fall. 
The air doth sing, and fire^s musical. 

Awake from the dead vault in which you dwell^ 
All's loyal here, except your thoughts rebel. 
Which so let loose, often their general quell. 

See! she obeys! by all obeyed thus; 

No storms, heats, colds, no souls contentious, 

Nor civil war i^ found— I mean, to us. 

Lovers and angels, though in heav'n they show, 
And see the woes and discords here below. 
What they not feel, must not be said to know. 



THE END OF LUCASTA : 

Odes, 4^. 
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A PASTORAL. 

(Jp with the jolly bird of light 

Who soands his third retreat to-night ; 

Fair Aramantha from her bed 

Ashamed starts, and rises red 

As the carnation mantled mom, 

Who now the blushing robe doth spam, 

And puts on angry grey, whilst she 

The envy qf a Deity 

Arrays her limbs, too rich indeed 

To be enshrin'd in such a weed ; 

Yet lovely 'twas and straight, but fit ; 

Not made for her, but she to it: 

By nature it sat close and free, 

As the just bark unto the tree : 

Unlike love's martyrs of the town, 

All day imprison*d in a gown, 

Who racked in silk 'stead of a dress, 

Are clothed in a frame or press. 

And with that liberty and room. 

The dead expatiate in a tomb. 
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No cabinets with curious washes, 
Bladders, and perfumed plashes ; 
No venom-temper'd waters here, 
Mercury is banished this sphere ; 
Her pairs all this in which wet glass, 
She both doth cleanse and view her face. 

Far hence all Iberian smells, 
Not amulets, pomander spells 
Fragrant gales, cool air, the fresh. 
And natural odour of her flesh. 
Proclaim her sweet from the womb as morn. 
Those coloured things were made, not born, 
Which fix*d within their narrow straits, 
Do look like their own counterfeits. 

So like the proyence rose she walked, 
Flower'd with blush, with verdure stalked ; 
Th' officious wind her loose hair curls. 
The dew her happy linen pearls. 
But wets a tress, which instantly 
Sol with a crisping beam doth dry« 

Into the garden is she come. 

Love and delight's elysium ; 

If ever earth show'd all her store. 

View her discoloured budding floor. 

Here her glad eye she largely feeds. 

And stands 'mongst them, as they 'mong weed 
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The flowers in their best array 
As to their queen their tribute pay, 
And freely to her lap proscribe 
A daughter out of every tribe : 
Thus as she moves, they all bequeath 
At once the incense of their breath. 
The noble Heliotrapian 
Now turns to her, and knows no sun. 
And her glorious face doth vary, 
So opens loyal golden-Mary; 
Wlio if but glanced from her sights 
Straight shuts again as it were night. 

The violet (else lost i'th' heap) 
Doth spread fresh purple for each step ; 
With whose humility possessed 
She enthrones the poor-girl in her breast: 
The Juhf-Jlower that hereto thriv'd^ 
Knowing herself no longer liv'd, 
But for one look of her upheaves. 
Then 'stead of tears straight sheds her leaves. 

Now the rich robed tulip, who 
Clad all in tissue close doth woo 
Her, (sweet to the eye but smelling sour) 
She gathers to adorn her bower. 
But the proud honeysuckle spreads 
Like a pavilion her heads. 
Contemns the wanting commonalty, 
That but to two ends useful be, 
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And to her lips thus aptly placed, 
TViih smell and hue presents her ttiste^ 

So all their due obedience pay. 
Each thronging to be in her way ; 
Fair Aramantha with her eye 
Thanks these that live, which else would die 
The rest in silken fetters bound, 
By crowning her are crown and crowned. 

And now the sun doth higher rise, 
Our Flora to the meadow hies : 
The poor distressed heifers low. 
And as she approacheth gently bow, 
Begging her charitable leisure 
To stop them of their milky treasure. 

Out of the yeomanry o'th' herd. 
With grave aspect, dnd feet prepared, 
A reverend lady cow draws near, 
Bids Aramantha welcome here ; 
And from her privy purse lets fall 
A pearl or two, which seem to call 
This adorned adored fairy 
To the banquet of her dairy. 

Soft Aramantha weeps to see 
'Mongst men such inhumanity, 
That those who do receive in hay, 
And pay in silver twice a day^ 
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Should by their cruel barb'rous theft, 
Be both of that and life bereft. 

But *tis decreed when ere this dies. 
That she shall fail a sacrifice 
Unto the gods, since those that trace 
Her stem, show 'tis a god-like race ; 
Descending in an even line 
From heifers, and from steers divine. 
Making the honoured extract full 
In lo and Eur€pa*9 bull. 
She was the largest goodliest beast, 
That ever mead or altar blest ; 
Round as her udder, and more white 
Than is the milky way in night : 
Her full broad eye did sparkle fire. 
Her breath was sweet as kind desire. 
And in her beauteous crescent shone. 
Bright as the argent-homed moon. 

But see ! this whiteness is obscure, 
Cynthia spotted, she impure; 
Her body writheld, and her eyes 
Departing lights at obsequies : 
Her lowing hot, to the fresh gale. 
Her breath perfumes the field withal; 
To those two suns that ever shine, 
To those plump parts she doth enshrine, 
To th' hovering snow of either hand. 
That lave and crudty command. 
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After the breakfast oo her teat, 
She takes her leave o'th' mournful neat, 
Who by her touchM now prize their life, 
Worthy alone the halhw'd knife. 

Into the neighboring wood she's gone« 
Whose roof defies the tell-tale sun, 
And locks out ev'ry prying beam ; 
Close by the lips of a clear stream 
She sits and entertains her eye 
With the moist chrystal, and the fry 
With bumish'd-silver mail'd, whose oars 
Amazed still make to the shores ; 
What need she other bait or charm 
But look or angle, but her arm X 
The happy captive gladly ta'en. 
Sues ever to be slave in vain. 
Who instantly (confirmed in's fears) 
Hastes to his element of tears. 

From hence her various windings rovd 
To a well-order*d stately grove ; 
This is the palace of the wood. 
And court o'th' royal oak, where stood 
The whole nobility, the pine. 
Straight ash, tall fir, and wanton vine ; 
The proper cedar, and the rest; 
Here she her deeper senses blest. 
Admires great nature in this pile 
Floored with green velvet camomile, 



POEMS. 97 

Garnish'd with gems of unset frait, 
Supplied still with a self recruit; 
Her bosom wrought with pretty eyes 
Of never-plaoted strawberries; 
Where th' winged music of the air 
Do richly feast, and for their fare 
Each evening in a silent shade. 
Bestow a grateful serenade. 

Thus even tired with delight, 
Sated in soul and appetite ; 
Full of the purple plum and pear, 
The gulden apple with the fair 
Grape, that mirth fain would have taught her, 
And nuts which cracking squirrels brought her; 
She softly lays her weary limbs. 
Whilst gentle slumber now begins 
To draw the curtains of her eye ; ' 
When straight awaken*d with a cry 
And bitter groan, again reposes. 
Again a deep sigh interposes. 
And now she hears a trembling voice; 
Ah, can there ought on earth rejoice ! 
Why wears she this gay livery 
Not black as her dark entrails be? 
Can trees be greeti^ and to the air 
Thus prostitute their flowing hair? 
Why do they sprout ; not wither*d die ? 
Must each thing live save wretched I ? 

p 
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Can days triumph in blue and red^ 

When both their light and life is fled? 

Fly Joy on win^ of popinjay's 

To courts of fools, there as your plays 

Die, laughed at and forgot ; ivhilst all 

That's good, mourns at this funeral. 

Weep all ye Graces, and you sweet 

Quire, that at the hill inspired meet: 

Love put thy tapers out that we 

And th' world may seem as blind as thee : 

And be, since she is lost (ah, wound.!) { 

^oijteav^n itself by any found. 

Now as prisoner new cast. 
Who sleeps in chains that night his last, 
^ Next mom is wak'd with a reprieve, 
And from his trance, not dream, bid live; 
Wonders (his sense not having scope) 
Who speaks, his friend, or his false hope. 

So Aranufniha heard, but fear 
Dares not yet trust her tempting ear : 
And as again her arms o'th' ground 
Spread pillows for her head, a sound 
More dismal makes a swift divorce, 
A.nd starts her thus— Rage, Rapine, Force ! 
Ye blue-flam'd daughters o'th' abyss, 
Bring all your snakes, here let them hiss ; 
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Let not a leaf its freshness keep ; 
Blast all their roots, and as you creep 
And leai^e behind your deadly slime, 
Poison the budding branch in's prime: 
Waste the proud bowers of this grove. 
That fiends may dwell in it, and move 
As in their proper hell, whilst she 
Above, laments this tragedy ; 
Yet pities not our fate. Oh fair 
Vow-breaker, now betrothed to th' air; 
Why by these laws did we not die, 
As live but one, iMcastal why — 
As he Lucastay nam'd a groan. 
Strangles the fainting passing tone; 
But as she heard LucoitOy smiles 
Possess her round, she's slipped meanwhiles 
Behind the blind of a thick bush. 
When each word tempting with a blush. 
She gently thus bespake : '* Sad swain. 
If mates in woe do ease our pain. 
Here's one full of that antic grief, 
Which stifled would for ever live. 
But told expires; pray then reveat 
(To show our wound is half to heal) 
What mortal nymph or deity 
Bewail you thus?— Whoe'er you be. 
The shepherd sigh'd, ray woes I crave 
Smother'd in me, I in my grave ; 

f2 
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Yet be in show or truth a saint, 

Or fiend breathe Anthems, hear my plaint 

For her and my breath's symphony, 

Which now makes full the harmony 

Above, and to whose voice the spheres 

Listen, and call her music theirs; 

This was I blest on earth with, so 

As Druids amorous did grow 

Jealous of both, for as one day 

This star as yet but set in ch^ 

By an embracing river lay. 

They steep*d her in the hallowed brook, 

Which from her human nature took. 

And straight to heaven, with winged fear^ 

Thus ravish'd with her, ravish her/' 

The nymph replied, '' This holy rape 
Became the gods, whose obscure shape 
They clothed with light, whilst ill you grieve 
Your better life should ever live, 
And weep that she to whom you wish 
What heav'n could give, has all its bliss ; 
Calling her angel here, yet be 
Sad at this true divinity : 
She's for the altar not the skies. 
Whom first you crown, then sacrifice^ 

Fond man thus to a precipice 
Aspires, 'till at the top his eyes 
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Have lost their safety of the plain. 
Then begs of Fate the Tales ag^. 

The now confoonded shepherd cries, 
Ye all-confoanding destinies ! 
How did yon make that Toice so sweet 
Without that glorious form to it? 
Thou sacred spirit of my dear 
Whene'er thou hover^st o'er us hear ! 
Embark thee in the laurel tree. 
And a new Phoebus follows thee, 
Who 'stead of all his burning rays 
Will strive to catch thee with his lays ; 
Or if within the orient Tine, • 
Thou art both Deity and wine ; 
But if thou tak'st the myrtle grove 
That Papkos is, thou queen of lave. 
And I thy swain who (else) must die 
By no beast's,— but thy cruelty: 
But you are rougher than the wind ; 
Are souls on earth than heaven more kind? 
Imprisoned in mortality, 
Lueatta would have answer'd me. 
Lucasta, Aramantha said. 
Is she, that virgin-star, a maid, 
Except her prouder liTery, 
In beauty poor, and cheap as I ? 
Whose glory like a meteor shone, 
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Or aery apparition, 

Admir'd awhile, but slighted known* 

Fierce, as the chased lion hies. 
He rouses him ; and to her flies. 
Thinking to answer with his spear — 
Now, as in war intestine, where 
I'th' midst of a black battle, each 
Lays at his next, then makes a bresich 
Through th' entrails of another whom 
He sees nor knows, when he did come 
Guided alone by th' rage and th' drum; 
But stripping, and impatient wild. 
He sends too sooikhis only child. 

So our exposing desp'rate lover 
I'^arM, when amazed he did discover 
Lucasta in this nymph, his sin 
Darts the accurs'd javelin 
'Gainst his own breast, which she puts by 
With a soft lip and gentle eye. 
Then closes with him on the ground ; 
And now her smiles have heal'd his wound, 
Alexis too again is found : . 
But not until those heavy crimes 
She hath kiss'd off a thousand times. 
Who not contented with this pain 
Doth threaten to offend again. 
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And now they gaze, and sigb, and weep, 
Whilst each cheek doth the other's steep, 
Whilst tongaes as exorcised are calm ; 
Only the rhetoric of the palm 
Prevailing pleads, until at last 
They chained in one another fast : 
Lueasta doth to him relate 
Her various chance and differing fate: 
How chas'd by Hydraphil, and tract 
The numerous foe to Philanact, 
Who whilst they for the same things fight 
As Bards decrees, and Druids rite ; 
For safeguard of their proper joys 
And shepherds freedom, each destroys 
The glory of this Sicily ; 
Since seeking thus the remedy, 
They fancy (building on false ground) 
The mekns must them and it confound, 
Yet are resolv'd to stand or fall, 
^nd win a little or lose all. 

From this sad storm of fire and blood 
She fled to this yet living wood; 
Where she 'mongst savage beasts doth find 
Herself more safe than humankind. 

Then she relates how Celia 
The lady here strips her array« 
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And girdles her in homespun baize. 
Then makes her conversant in lays 
Of birds, and swains more innocent 
That ken not guile or courtshipment. 

Now walks she to her bower to dine 
Under a shade of eglantine 
Upon a dish of nature^s cheer, 
Whi(ih both grew dressM, and serv'd up there: 
That done, she feasts her smell with posies 
Pluck'd from the damask cloth of roses. 
Which there continually doth stay, 
. And only frost can take away ; 
Then wagers which hath most content 
Her eye, ear, hand, her gust or scent 

Intranc'd Alexis sees and hears. 
As walking above all the spheres : 
Knows and adores this, and is wild 
Until with her he live thus mild. 
So that which to his thoughts he meant 
For loss of her a punishment. 
His arms hung up, and his sword broke, 
His ensigns folded, he betook 
Himself unto the humble crook : 
And for a full reward of all, 
She now doth him her shepherd call, 
And in a sea of fiowVs install : 
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Then giyes her faith immediately, 
Which he returns religionsly ; 
fioth vowing in her peacefiil cave 
To make their bridal-bed and grave. 

But the true joy this pair conceived 
£ach from the other first bereaved; 
And then found after such alarms 
Fast pinion'd in each other's arms: 
Ye panting virgins that do meet 
Your loves within their winding-sheet, 
Breathing and constant still ev'n there ; 
Or souls their bodies in yon sphere; 
Or angels men returned from hell, 
And separated minds can telL 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



JLuE following Poems, like most posthumous 
publications, will not be found to add much to 
the fame of their author: many of them are 
marked with the worst vices of the age in which 
they were produced, and might have been omit- 
ted altogether with advantage to Lovelace's 
reputation ; yet his productions were so few, that 
it has been deemed proper to give the whole, as 
most readers like to have it in their power to 
make their own selection. A poem is also added 
which was not to be found in either of the parts 
of the old edition of Lucasta. It is entitled, 

b 



IV ADVERTISEMENT. 

'' A Dialogue on a Lost Heart, between Cordanus 
and Amoret/' and is to be met with, set to music, 
in Lawes's " First Book of Ayres." 

There would be evidence enough in some 
of the following poems, if nothing else had 
reached us, that their author possessed a playful 
and exuberant fancy; and had his life been 
devoted to the muse, instead of being distracted 
by the civil broils and troubles of the age in 
which he lived, there can be no doubt that he 
had powers which might have ranked him witb 
the first of our Lyrical Poets, among whom he 
must even now be considered as taking no mean 
station. The satirical verses "On Sanazaro 
being honoured with Six Hundred Ducats," 
abundantly shew that, had he directed his talent 
to that species of composition, he would have 
made no mean figure as a satirist. 



ADVERTISEMENT. V 

As far back as the year 1792, Sir Egerton 
Brydges awakened the attention of the public 
to the merits of Lovelace, by memoirs of him, and 
specimens of his poetry, published in the Gen- 
tleman's Magazine ; and my friend, Mr. Utterson, 
at a subsequent period, gave an interesting account 
of the Lucasta in the Censura Literaria. The 
poet's reputation has been widely circulated by 
the elegant publication of Mr. Headley and 
Mr. Ellis; and there are few readers of poetry 
who have not his most exquisite '* Ode to Althea*' 
by heart. It is now, for the first time, however, 
that the public have an opportunity of becoming 
acquainted with all his poems in a collected form ; 
for the two parts of Lucasta having been pub- 
lished at intervals of ten years are seldom found 
united, and they are both ranked among the 
most rare volumes ot poetry of the period to 
which they belong. 



y'l ADVERTISEMENT. 

The portrait prefixed is from the rare print 
by Hollar, which accompanies the original edi- 
tion of these Posthume Poems, but the orna^ 
ments have been omitted as very deficient in 
taste. It is proposed to engrave the portrait 
which exists in Dulwich College, and it will be 
given to the purchasers of this work with some 
subsequent number. 

s. w. s. 
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THE 

DEDICATION. 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

JOHN LOVELACE, ESQ. 



Sir, 

Luc AST A (fair, but hapless maid !) 
Once flourish'd underneath the shade 
Of your illustrious mother; now. 
An orphan grown, she bows to you ! 
To YOU, her virtues' noble heir. 
Oh may she find protection there ; 
Nor let her welcome be the less 
'Cause a rough hand makes her address. 
One (to whom foes the Muses are) 
Born and bred up in rugged war; 
For, conscious how unfit I am, 
1 only have pronounced her name. 
To waken pity in your breast. 
And leave her tears to plead the rest. 

. Sir, 
Your most obedient 

Servant and kinsman, 

DUDLEY POSTHUMUS LOVELACE. 
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HER RESERVED LOOKS. 

LucASTA, frown and let me die, 

But smile and see I live ; 
The sad indifference of your eye 

Both kills, and doth reprieve. 
You hide our fate within its screen, 

We feel our judgment ere we hear: 
So in one picture I have seen 

Ah angel here, the devil there. 



LUCASTA LAUGHING. 

Hark, how she laughs aloud, 
Although the world put on its shroud : 
Wept at by the fantastic crowd, 

B 
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Who cry, one drop let fall 
From her, might save the universal balL 
. She laughs again 
At our ridiculous pain ; 
And at our merry misery 
She laughs until she cry ; 

Sages, forbear 
That ill-contrived tear. 

Although your fear, 
Poth barricado hope from your soft ear. 
That which still makes her mirth to flow, 

Is our sinister-handed woe. 
Which downwards on its head doth go ; 
And ere that it is sown, doth grow. 
This makes her spleen contract. 

And her just pleasure feast ; 
For the unjustest act 
Is still the pleasanfst jest. 



SONG. 



Strive not, vain lover, to be fine, 
Thy silk's the silk-worm*s, and not thine ; 
You lessen to a fly your mistress thought. 
To think it may be in a cobweb caught. 
\Vhat though her thin transparent lawn 
Thy heart in a strong net hath drawn ? 
Not all the arms the god of fire ere made, 
Can the soft bulwarks of oak'd love invade. 
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Be traly fine then, and yoarself dross 

In her fair soal's immaclate glass: 
Then by reflection yon may have the bliss 
Perhaps to see what a tme fineness is ; 

When all your ganderies will fit 

Those only that are poor in wit: 
She that a cUnquant outside doth adOre, 
Dotes on a gilded statue, and no more. 



IN ALLUSION TO THE FRENCH SONG, 

N' ENTENDEZ VOUS PAS CE LANGUAGE. 

CHORUS. . 

Then understand you not (fair choice) 
This language without tongue or voice ? 

How often have my tears 
Invaded your soft ears, 
And dropp'd their silent chimes 
A thousand thousand times, 
Whilst echo did your eyes, 
And sweetly sympathize ; 
But that the wary lid 
Their sluices did forbid ? 

CHORUS. 

Then understand you not (fair choice) 
This language without tongue or voice? 
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My arms did plead my wound, 
Each in the other bound ; 
Volleys of sighs did crowd. 
And ring my griefs aloud ; 
Groans, like a cannon ball, 
BatterM the marble wall, 
That the kind neighb'ring grove, 
Did mutiny for love. 

CHORUS. 

Then understand you not (fair choice) 
This language without tongue or voice 7 

The rhetoric of my hand 
Woo'd you to understand ; 
Nay, in our silent walk 
My very feet would talk, 
My knees were eloquent, 
And spake the love I meant ; 
But deaf unto that air, 
They^bent, would fall in prayer. 

CHORUS. 

Yet understand you not (fair choice) 
This language without tongue or voice ? 

No? — ^Know then I would melt, 
On every limb I felt. 
And on each naked part 
Spread my expanded heart, 
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That not a vein of thee, 
Bnt should be fiird with me. 
Whilst on thine own down, I 
Would tumble, pant, and die. 

CHORUS. 

You understand not this (fair choice) ; 
This language wants both tongue and voice. 



0i^U 

TO LUCASTA. 

Night ! loathed jailor of the lockM-up sun. 

And tyrant-turnkey on committed day ; 
Bright eyes lie fetter'd in thy dungeon. 

And heaven itself doth thy dark wards obey: 
Thou dost arise our living hell. 
With thee groans, terrors, furies dwell, 
Until Lucasta doth awake. 
And with her beams these heavy chains off shake. 

Behold, with opening her almighty lid 
Bright eyes break rolling, and with lustre spread. 
And captive Day his chariot mounted is ; 
Night to her proper hell is beat, 
And screwed to her ebon seat ; 
Till th' Earth with play oppressed lies. 
And draws again the curtains of her eyes. 
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But bondslave, I, know neither day nor ni^bt ; 

Whether she murth'ring sleep, or saving wake ; 
Now broilM ith' zone of her reflected light. 
Then froze, — ^my isicles, not sinews shake : 
Smile then, new nature, your soft blast 
Doth melt our ice, and fires waste : 
Whilst the scorch'd shiv*ring world new bom 
Now feels it all the day one rising morn. 
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ODE. 



In troth, I do myself persuade. 

That the wild boy is grown a roan; 
And all his childishness off laid. 
E'er since Lucasta did his fires fan ; 
He's left his apish jigs. 
And whipping hearts like gigs ; 
For t'other day I heard him swear 
That Beauty should be crown'd in Honour's chair. 

With what a true and heavenly state 
He doth his glorious darts dispense. 

Now cleansM from falsehood^ blood, and hate. 
And newly tipt with innocence ; 
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Love Justice is become. 
And doth the cniel doom : 
Reversed is the old decree ; 
Behold ! he sits enthron'd with majesty. 

Enthroned in Lucasta's eye 

He doth our faith and hearts survey ; 
Then measures them by sympathy, 
And each to th' other's breast convey ; 
Whilst to his altars now 
The frozen vestals bow, 
And strict Diana too doth go 
A hunting with his fear'd exchanged bow. 

Th' embracing seas, and ambient air, 

Now in his holy fires burn ; 
Fish couple, birds and beasts in pair. 
Do their own sacrifices turn : 
This is a miracle, 
That might religion swell : 
But she that these and their God awes. 
Her crowned self submits to her own laws. 
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HER MUFF. 



TwAS not for some calm blessing to deceive. 
Thou didst thy polish'd hands in shagg'd furs weave; 
It were no blessing thus obtained, 
Thou rather wouldst a curse have gained, 
llian let thy warm driven snow be ever stain'd. 

Not that you feared the discoloring cold. 

Might alchymise their silver into gold ; 
Nor could your ten white nuns so sin. 
That you should thus penance them in 

Each in her coarse hair smock of discipline. 

Nor hero-like, who on their crest still wore 

A lion, panther, leopard, or a boar; 

To look their enemies in their hearse, 

Thou wouldst thy hand should deeper pierce, 

And, in its softness rough, appear more fierce. 

No, no, Lucasta, destiny decreed 

That beasts to thee a sacrifice should bleed. 

And strip themselves to make you gay ; 

For ne'er yet herald did display, 
A coat, where sables upon ermine lay. 

This for lay-lovers, that must stand at door/ 
Salute the threshold, and admire no more : 
But I, in my invention tough, 
Rate not this outward bliss enough, 
But still contemplate must the hidden mufi*. 
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A BLACK PATCH ON LUCASTA'S FACE. 

Dull as I was, to think that a court Bjf 
Presam'd so near her eye; 
When Hwas th' industrious bee 
Mistook her glorious face for Paradise, 
To sum up all his chemistry of spice ; 
With a braye pride and honour led, 
Near both her suns he makes his bed ; 
And though a spark struggles to rise as red : 
Then emulates the gay 
Daughter of day, 
Acts the romantic phoenix' fate: 
When now with all his sweets laid out in state, 

Lacasta scatters but one heat, 
And all the aromatic pills do sweat. 
And gums calcin'd, themseWes to powder beat; 
Which a fresh gale of air 
Conveys into her hair ; 
Then chafd he's set on fire. 
And in these holy flames doth glad expire ; 
And that black marble tablet there 

So near her either sphere, 
Was plac'd ; nor foil, nor ornament, 
But the sweet little bee's large monument 
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ANOTHER. 

As I beheld a winter's eTening air, 

CurlM in her conrt false locks of living hair, 

Butter'd with jessamine the sun leffc there. 

Galliard and clinquant she appeared to give, 
A serenade or ball to us that grieye. 
And teach us alamode more gently liye. 

But as a Moor, who to her cheeks prefers 
White spots t' allure her black idolaters, 
Methought she looked all o'er bepatch'd with stars. 

Like the dark front of some Ethiopian queen, 
Veiled all o'er with gems of red, blue, green ; 
Whose ugly night seem'd masked with day's skreen. 

Whilst the fond people offer'd sacrifice 
To sapphires, ^stead of veins and arteries, 
And bow'd unto the diamonds, not her eyes. 

Behold Lucasta's face, how't glows like noon ! 

A sun entire is her complexion, 

And form'd of one whole constellation. 

So gently shining, so serene, so clear. 
Her look doth universal nature cheer ; 
Only a cloud or two hangs here and there. 
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TO LUCASTA. 

I LAUGH and sing, but cannot tell 
Whether the folly on't sounds well; 
fiut then I groan 
Methinks in tune, 
Whilst grief, despair, and fear, dance to the air 
Of my despised prayer. 

A pretty antic love does this. 
Then strikes a Galliard with a kiss ; 
As in the end 
The chords they rend ; 
So you but with a touch from your fair hand, 
Turn all to saraband. 



TO LUCASTA. 

Like to the sent'nel stars, I watch all night ; 
For still the grand round of your light, 
And glorious breast. 
Awakes in me an east. 
Nor will my rolling eyes e'er know a west 

Now on my down I'm toss'd as on a wave, 
And my repose is made my grave; 
Fluttering I lie, 
Do beat myself and die. 
But for a resurrection from your eye. 
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Ah, my fair murderess! dost thou craelly heal. 
With various pains to make me well ? 
Then let me be 
Thy cut anatomy, 
And in each mangled part my heart you*ll see. 



LUCASTA AT THE BATH. 

I'th' Autumn of a Summer's day. 
When all the winds got leave to play ; 
Lucasta, that fair ship, is launched. 
And from its crust this almond blanch^. 

Blow then, unruly north wind, blow, 
Till in their holds your eyes you stow ; 
And swell your cheeks, bequeath chili death : 
See ! she hath smilM thee out of breath. 

Court, gentle zephyr, court and fan 
Her softer breast's camationM wan ; 
Your charming rhetoric of down 
Flies scatterM from before her frown. 

Say, my white water-lily, say, 
How is't those warm streams break away? 
Cut by thy chaste cold breast which dwells 
Amidst them arm'd in icicles. 
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And the hot floods, more raging grown 
In flames of thee than in their own, 
In their distempers wildly glow. 
And kiss thy pillar of fix'd snow. 

No sulphur, through whose each blue vein 
The thick and lazy currents strain, 
Can cure the smarting, nor the fell 
Blisters of loye wherewith they swell. 

These great physicians of the blind. 
The lame^ and fatal blains of Ind, 
In every drop themselves now see 
Speckled with a new leprosy. 

As sick drinks are with old wine dash'd, 
Foul waters too with spirits wash'd ; 
Thou griev'd, perchance, one tear let'st fall. 
Which straight did purify them all. 

And now is cleans'd enough the flood, 
Which since runs clear, as doth thy blood ; 
Of the wet pearls uncrown thy hair, 
And mantle thee with ermine air. 

Lucasta, hail ! fair conqueress 

Of fire, air, earth, and seas; 

Then whom all kneel to, yet even thou 

Wilt unto love, thy captive, bow. 
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THE ANT. 

Forbear thoa great good husband, little ant, 
A little respite from thy flood of sweat ; 

Thou, thiue own horse and cart under this plant 
Thy spacious tent, fan thy prodigious heat; 

Down with thy double load of that one grain ; 

It is a granary for ail thy train. 

Cease, large example of wise thrift a while, 
(For thy example is become our law) 

And teach thy frowns a seasonable smile : 
So Cato sometimes the nak'd Florals saw. 

And thou almighty foe, lay by thy sting, 

Whilst thy unpaid musicians, crickets, sing. 

Lucasta, she that holy makes the day. 
And stills new life in fields of fiieillemort. 

Hath back restored their verdure with one ray. 
And with her eye bid all to play and sport : 

Ant, to work still, age will thee truant call ; 

And to save now, thou*rt worse than prodigal. 

Austere and cynic ! not one hour fallow. 
To lose with pleasure what thou got'st with pain : 

But drive, on sacred festivals, thy plough ; 
Tearing highways with thy o'er-charged wain. 

Not all thy lifetime one poor minute live. 

And thy o'er-labour'd bulk with mirth relieve ! 
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Look ap then, miserable ant, and spy 
Thy fatal foes, for breaking of her law : 

Hovering above thee, madam, Margaret Pie, 
And her fierce servant, meagre Sir John Daw: 

Thyself and storehouse now they do store up. 

And thy whole harvest too within their crop. 

Thus we unthrifty thrive within earth's tomb. 
For some more rav'nous and ambitious jaw : 

The grain in th' ant's, the ant's in the pie's womb, 
The pie in th' hawk's, the hawk's i*th' eagle's maw : 

So scattering to hoard 'gainst a long day, 

Thinking so save all, we cast all away. 



THE SNAIL. 



Wise emblem of our politic world. 
Sage snail, within thine own self curl'd ; 
Instruct me softly to make haste. 
Whilst these my feet go slowly fast. 

Compendious snail ! thou seem'st to me, 
Large Euclid's strict epitome ; 
And in each diagram, dost fling 
Thee from the point unto the ring. 
A figure now triangular, 
An oval now, and now a square ; 
And then a serpentine dost crawl ; 
Now a straight line, now crook'd, now all. 
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Preventing rival of the day, 
Thon'rt up and openest thy ray, 
And ere the morn cradles the moon, 
Thou'rt broke into a beauteous noon. 
Then when the sun sups in the deep. 
Thy silver horns ere Cynthia's peep ; 
And thou from thine own liquid bed 
New Phoebus heav'st thy pleasant head. 

Who shall a name for thee create, 
Deep riddle of mysterious state? 
Bold nature, that gives common birth 
To all products of seas and earth, 
Of thee, as earthquakes, is, afraid, 
Nor will thy dire delivVy aid. 

Thou thine own daughter then, and sire, 
That son and mother art entire, 
That big still with thyself dost go, 
And liv^st an aged embryo ; 
That like the cubs of India, 
Thou from thyself a while dost play: 
But frighted with a dog or gun. 
In thine own belly thou dost run ; 
And as thy house was thine own womb. 
So thine own womb concludes thy tomb. 

But now I must (analyz'd king) 
Thy economic virtues sing ; 
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Thoa great stayM husband still within. 
Thou, thee, that's thine dost discipline ; 
And when thou art to progress bent, 
Thou moy'st thyself and tenement. 
As warlike Scythians trayel'd, you 
Remove your men and city too; 
Then after a sad dearth and rain. 
Thou scatterest thy silver train ; 
And when the trees grow nak'd and old, 
Thou clothest them with cloth of gold. 
Which from thy bowels thou dost spin, 
And draw from the rich mines within. 

Now hast thou chang'd thee, saint, and made 
Thyself a fane that's cupola'd ; 
And in thy wreathed cloister thou 
Walkest thine own grey friar too ; 
Strict, and lock*d up, thou'rt hood all o'er, 
And ne*er eliminat*st thy door. 
On sallads thou dost feed severe. 
And 'stead of beads thou drop'st a tear ; 
And when to rest, each calls the bell. 
Thou sleep'st within thy marble cell ; 
Where, in dark contemplation plac'd, 
The sweets of nature thou dost taste ; 
Who now with time thy days resolve. 
And in a jelly thee dissolve. 
Like a shot star, which doth repair 
Upward, and rarify the air. 
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ANOTHER. 

The centaur, siren, I forego. 

Those have been sung, and loudly too ; 

Nor of tlie mixed sphynx I'll write, 

Nor the renown'd hermaphrodite : 

Behold, this huddle doth appear 

Of horses, coach, and charioteer ; 

That moveth him by traverse law. 

And doth himself both drive and draw; 

Then when the sun the south doth win. 

He baits him hot in his own inn : 

I heard a grave and austere clerk, 

Resolv'd him pilot both and bark; 

That like the famM ship of Trever, 

Did on the shore himself laver : 

Yet the authentic do believe. 

Who keep their judgment in their sleeve. 

That he is his own double man. 

And sick, still carries his sedan: 

Or that like dames i'th' Land of Luyck, 

He wears his everlasting huyck : 

But banished, I admire his fate. 

Since neither ostracism of state. 

Nor a perpetual exile. 

Can force this virtue, change his soil : 

For wheresoever he doth go. 

He wanders with his country too. 
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COURANTE MONSIEUR. 

That frown, Aminta, now hath drowned 
Thy bright front's power, and crown'd 
Me that was bound. 
No, no, deceived cruel, no. 
Love's fiery darts 
Till tipt with kisses, never kindle hearts. 

Adieu, weak beauteous tyrant, see ! 
Thy angry flames meant me, 

Retort on thee : 
For know, it is decreed, proud fair, 

I ne'er must die 
By any scorching, but a melting eye. 



A LOOSE SARABAND. 

Nay, pr'ythee dear, draw nigher, 

Yet closer, nigher yet ; 
Here is a double fire, 

A dry one and a wet : 
True lasting heavenly fuel 
Puts out the vestal jewel. 
When once we twining marry 
Mad love with wild Canary. 
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Off with that crowned Venice 
Till all the house doth flame. 
We'll quench it straight in Rhenish, 

Or what we must not name : 
Milk lightning still assuageth, 
So when our fury rageth, 
As th' only means to cross it, 
We'll drown it in love's posset. 

Love never was well-willery*. 

Unto my nag or me, 
Ne'er watered us i'th' celler. 

But the cheap buttery ; 
At th' head of his own barrels, 
Where broach'd are all his quarrels. 
Should a true noble master 
Still make his guest his taster. 

See all the world how't staggers. 

More ugly drunk than we. 
As if far gone in daggers, 

And blood it seem'd to be : 
We drink our glass of roses. 
Which nought but sweets discloses ; 
Then in our loyal chamber, 
Refresh us with love's amber. 

Now tell me, thou fair cripple, 
That dumb canst scarcely see 

Th' almightiness of tipple, 
And th* odds 'twixt thee and thee : 
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What of Elisium's mis«Dg? 
Still drinking, and still kiaaing; 
Adoring plamp October ; 
Lord ! what is man, and sober? 

Now, is there such a trifle 

As honour, the fooFs giant? 
What is there left to rifle 

When wine makes all parts pliant? 
Let others glory'follow. 
In their false riches wallow. 
And with their grief be merry ; 
Leave me but love and sherry. 



THE FALCON. 

Fair princess of the spacious air, 

That hast vouchsaPd acquaintance here, 

With us are quartered below stairs. 

That can reach heav'n with nought but pray'rs; 

Who when our activist wings we try, 

Advance a foot into the sky. 

Bright heir t' th' bird imperial, 
From whose avenging pennons fall 
Thunder and lightning twisted spun ; 
firave cousin-german t6 the son, 



%2 LOVELACE^S 

That didst forsake thy throne and sphere, 
To be an humble prisoner here; 
And for a perch of her soft hand 
Resign the royal woods' command. 

How often wouldst thou shoot heaWs arc, 
Then mount thyself into a lark ; 
And after our short faint eyes call. 
When now a fly, now nought at all ; 
Then stoop so swift unto our sense, 
As thou wert sent intelligence. 

Free beauteous slave, thy happy feet 
In silver fetters vervails meet, 
And trample on that noble wrist 
The gods have kneel'd in vain i' have kiss'd : 
But gaze not, bold deceived spy. 
Too much o'th' lustre of her eye; 
The sun, thou dost out-stare, alas ! 
Winks at the glory of her face. 

Be safe then in thy velvet helm, 
Her looks are calms that do o'erwhelm ; 
Than the Arabian bird more blest, 
Chafe in the spicery of her breast, 
And loose you in her breath, a wind 
Sours the delicious gales of Ind. 

But now a quUl from thine own wing 
I pluck, thy lofty fate to sing; 
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Whilst we behold the various fight, 
With mlDgled pleasure and affright^ 
The humbler hinds do fall to pray'r, 
As when an army's seen i'th* air, 
And the prophetic spaniels run, 
And howl thy epicedium. 

The heron mounted doth appear 
On his own Peg'sus a lanceer, 
And seems on earth, when he doth hut, 
A proper halberdier on foot : 
Secure i'th* moor, about to sup, 
The dogs have beat his quarters up. 

And npw he takes the open air. 
Draws up his wings with tactic care ; 
Whilst th' expert falcon swift doth climb, 
In subtle mazes serpentine ; 
And to advantage closely twin'd 
She gets the upper sky and wind. 
Where she dissembles to invade. 
And lies a pol'tic ambuscade. 

The hedg'd-in heron, whom the foe 
Awaits above, and dogs below, 
In his fortification lies, 
And makes him ready for surprise ; 
When roused with a shrill alarm, 
Was shouted from beneath^ they arm. 
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The falcon charges at first view • ' 
With her brigade of talons ; through 
Whose shoots the wary heron beat. 
With a well counterwheeFd retreat 
But the bold general never lost. 
Hath won again her airy post ; 
Who wild in this affront, now fries. 
Then gives a volley of her eyes. 

The desp'rate heron now contracts, 
In one design all former facts; 
Noble he is resolv*d to fall 
His, and his enemy's funeral, 
And (to be rid of her) to die 
A public martyr of the sky. 

When now he turns his last to wreak 
The palisadoes of his beak ; 
The raging foe impatient 
Rack'd with revenge, and fury rent, 
Swift as the thunderbolt he strikes. 
Too sure upon the stand of pikes. 
There she his naked breast doth hit 
And on the case of rapiers's split. 

But ev'n in her expiring pangs 
The heron's pounc'd within her fangs. 
And so above she stoops to rise 
A trophy and a sacrifice ; 
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Whilst her own beUs in the sad fall 
King out the double funeral. 

Ah, victory! unhappy won, 
Weeping and red is set the sun, 
Whilst the whole field floats in one tear, 
And all the height doth mourning wear: 
Close hooded all thy kindred come 
To pay their vows upon thy tomb ; 
The hobby and the musket too, 
Do march to take their last adieu. 

The lanner and the lanneret. 
Thy colours bear as banneret ; 
The goshawk and her tercel rous'd, 
With tears attend thee as new boused ; 
All these are in their dark array 
Led by the various herald-jay. 

But tliy eternal name shall live 
Whilst quills from ashes fame reprieve, 
Whilst open stands renown's wide door, 
And wings are left on which to soar; 
Doctor Robin, the prelate Pie, 
And the poetic swan shall die, 
Only to sing thy elegy. 
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TO CHLORIS. 

In the nativity of time, 

Cbloris ! it was not thought a crime 

In direct Hebrew for to woo ; 
Now we make love, as ail on fire. 
Ring retrograde our loud desire, , 

And court in English backward too. 

Thrice happy was that golden age, 
When compliment was construed rage, 

And fine words in the centre hid ; 
When cursed no stained no maid's bliss, 
And all discourse was summed in yes, 

And nought forbad, but to forbid. 

Love then unstinted, love did sip, 
And cherries pluck'd fresh from the lip, 
On cheeks and roses free he fed ; 
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A fragrant bank of strawberries. 
Diapered with violets' eyes, 

Was table, table-cloth, and fare ; 
No palace to the clouds did swell, 
Each humble princess then did dwell 

In the piazza of her hair. 

Both broken faith, and th' cause of it. 
All damning gold was damn'd to th' pit ; 

Their troth, seal'd with a clasp and kiss. 
Lasted until that extreme day, ^ 

In which they sroil'd their souls away. 

And in each other breath'd new bliss. 

Because no fault, there was no tear; 
^ No groan did grate the granting ear ; 

No false foul breath their del'cate smell : 
No serpent kiss poison'd the taste. 
Each touch was naturally chaste. 

And their mere sense a miracle. 

Naked as their own innocence. 
And unembroider'd from oflfence, 

c2 
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They went, above poor riches, gay ; 
On softer than the cygnet's down, 
In beds they tumbled o£f their own; 

For each within the other lay. 

Thus did they live : thus did they love, 
Repeating only joys above ; 

And angels were, but with clothes on, 
Which they would put off cheerftiUy, 
To bathe them in the galaxy, 

Then gird them with the heavenly zone. 

Now, Chloris ! miserably crave. 
The offered bliss you would not have, 

Which evermore I must deny; 
Whilst ravish'd with these noble dreams, 
And crowned with mine own soft beams, 

Enjoying of myself I lie. 



TO A LADY WITH CHILD 

TH^T ASKED AN OLb SHIRT. 

And why an honour'd ragged shirt, that shows 
Like tatter'd ensigns, all its body's blows? 
Should it be swathed in a vest so dire. 
It were enough to set the child on fire ; 
Dishevel'd queen should strip them of their hair, 
And in it mantle the new rising heir : 
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^or do I know ought worth to wrap it in, 
Except my parchment iipper-coat of skin : 
^nd then expect no «nd of its chaste tears. 
That first was rolFd in down, now furs of bears. 

But since to ladies 't hath a custom been 
Linen to send, that trayail and lie in ; 
To the nine sempstresses, my former friends, 
I sued, but they had nought but shreds and ends. 
At last, the jolli'st of the three times three. 
Rent th' apron from her smock, and gave it me ; 
Twas soft and gentle, subt'ly spun, no doubt ; 
Pardon my boldness, madam ; here's the clout. 



SONG. 



In mine own monument I lie, 

And in myself am buried ; 
Sure the quick lightning of her eye 

Melted my soul i'th' scabberd, dead ; 
And now like some pale ghost I walk, 
And with another's spirit talk. 

Nor can her beams a heat convey 
That may my frozen bosom warm, 

Unless her smiles have pow'r, as they 
That a cross charm can countercharm ; 

But this is such a pleasing pain, 

I'm loth to be alive again. 
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ANOTHER. 

I DID believe I was in beay'n 

Wh«n first the heaven herself was g^iv'o. 

That in ray heart her beams did pass, 

As sorae the sun keep in a glass ; 

So that her beauties thorough me 

Did hurt my rival enemy. 

fiat fate, alas ! decreed it so, 

That I was engine to my woe ; 

For as a corner'd crystal spot 

My heart diaphanous was not, 

But solid stuff, where her eye flings 

Quick fire upon the catching strings : 

Yet as at triumphs in the night. 

You see the prince's arms in light ; 

So when I once was set on flame, 

I burnt all o'er the letters of her name. 



ODE. 



You are deceived ; I sooner may, dull fair, 
Seat a dark Moor in Cassiopea's chair, 
Or on the glow-worms useless light 
Bestow the watching flames of night ; 
Or give the rose's breath 
To executed Death, 
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E'er the bright hue 

Of verse to you ; 
It is just heaven on beauty stamps a fame. 
And we, alas ! its triumphs but proclaim. 

What chains but are too light fo^ me, should I 
Say that Lucasta in strange arms could lie ; 
Or, that Castara were impure. 
Or Sacharisa's faith unsure ; 
That Chloris love as hair, 
Embraced each enemy's air: 
That all their good 
Ran in their blood ; 
Tis the same wrong th' unworthy to enthrone. 
As from her proper sphere V have virtue thrown. 

That strange force on the ignoble hath renown. 
As aurumfidmirums, it blows vice down ; 
'Twere better (heavy one) to crawl 
Forgot, than raised trod on, fall : 
All your defections now 
Are not writ on your brow. 
Odes to faults give 
A shame, must live. 
When a fat mist we view, we coughing run ; 
But that once meteor drawn, all cry, undone. 

How btight the fair Paulina did appear. 
When hid in jewels she did seem a star; 
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But who could soberly behold 
A wicked owl in cloth of gold ? 
Or the ridiculous ape. 
In sacred Vestals shape ? 
So doth agree 
Just pfaise with thee ; 
For since thy birth gave thee no beauty, know 
No poet's pencil must or can do so. 



THE DUEL. 



Love, drunk the other day, knock'd at my breast, 

But I, alas! was not within: 
My man, my ear, told me he came t' attest, 

That without cause he'd boxed him. 
And battered the windows of mine eyes. 
And took my heart for one of's nunneries. 

I wond'red at the outrage safe returned, 

And stormed at the base affront ; 
And by a friend of mine, bold Faith, that burn'd, 

I caird him to a strict account. 
He said, that by the law, the challenged might 
Take the advantage both of arms, and fight. 

Two darts of equal length and points he sent. 
And nobly gave the choice to me ; 

Which I not weigh'd, young and indifferent ; 
Now full of nought but victory. 
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So we both met in one of *s mother*s groves, 
The time, at the first murm'ring of her doves. 

I stript myself naked all o*er, as he, 

For so I was best arm'd, when bare ; 

His first pass did my liver rase, yet I 
Made home a falsify too near ; 

For when my arm to its true distance came 

I nothing touched but a fantastic flame. 

This, Ihis is love we daily quarrel so. 

An idle Don-Quixotery : 
We whip ourselves with our own twisted woo, 

And wound the air for a fly. 
The only way t*undo this enemy, 
Is to laugh at the boy, and he will cry. 



CUPID FAR GONE. 

What so beyond all madness is the elf, 
Now he hath got out of himself! 
His fatal enemy the bee. 
Nor his deceived artillery; 
His shackles, nor the rose's bough. 

Ne'er half so nettled him as he is now. 
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Jealous of his chaste Psyche, raging he, 

Qaarrels the student Mercury ; 

And with a proud submissive breath 

Offers to change his darts with Death. 

He strikes at the bright eye of day, 
And Juno tumbles in her milky way. 

The dear sweet secrets of the gods he tells, 
And with loath'd hate lovM heaven he swells ; 

Now like a fury he belies 

Myriads of pure virginities ; 

And swears, with this false frenzy hurFd, 
There's not a virtuous she in all the world. 

Olympus he renounces, then descends, 
And makes a friendship with the fiends ; 
Bids Charon be no more a slave, 
He Argus rigg'd with stars shall have ; 
And triple Cerberus from below 

Must, leash*d t' himself, with him a hunting go. 
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A MOCK SONG. 

Now Whitehairs in the grave, 
And our bead is our slave, 
'he bright pearl in his close shell of oyster; 
Now the mitre is lost, 
The proud prelates, too, crost, 
Lud all Rome's confined to a cloister : 
H^ that Tarquin was styl'd, 
Our white land's exil'd. 
Yea undefird, 
Tot a court ape's left to confute us : 
Then let your voices rise high, 
As your colours did fly. 
And flour'shing cry, 
iOng live the brave Oliver Brutus. 

Now the sun is unarm'd. 
And the moon by us charm'd, 
M the stars dissolv'd to a jelly ; 
Now the thighs of the crown. 
And the arms are lopp'd down, 
Lnd the body is all but a belly : 
Let the Commons go on, 
The town is our own. 
We'll rule alone ; 
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For the Knights have yielded their spent-gorge ; 

And an order is ta'en, 

With hani soit profane, 
Shout forth amain, 
For our dragon hath vanquished the St. George. 



A FLY CAUGHT IN A COBWEB. 

Small type of great ones, that do hum. 

Within this whole world's narrow room, ^ 

That with a busy hollow noise 

Catch at the people's vainer voice. 

And with spread sails play with their breath, 

Whose very hails new christen death. 

Poor fly caught in an airy net, 

Thy wings have fettered now thy feet ; 

Where, like a lion in a toil, 

Howe'er, thou keep'st a noble coil, 

And beat'st thy genVous breast* that o'er 

The plains thy fatal buzzes roar. 

Till thy all-bellied foe (round elf) 

Hath quartered thee within himself. 

Was it not better once to play 
I'th' light of a majestic ray I 
Where though too near and bold, the fire 
Might singe thy upper down attire, 
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And thou i'th' storm to ]ose an eye, 

A living, or a self-trapping thigh ; 

Yet hadst thou fall'n like him, whose coil 

Made fishes in the sea to broil ; 

When now thou*st scap'd the noble flame ; 

Trapped basely in a slimy frame ; 

And free of air, thou art become 

Slave to the spawn of mud and loam. 

Nor is't enough thyself dost dress 
To thy swoln lord a numerous mess, 
And by degrees thy thin veins bleed, 
And piecemeal dost his poison feed; 
But now devoured, art like to be 
A net spun for thy family, 
And straight expanded in the air 
Hang'st for thy issue too a snare. 
Strange witty death, and cruel ill. 
That killing thee, thou thine dost kill! 
Like pies, in whose entombed ark 
All fowl crowd downward to a lark ; 
Thou art thine en'mies^ sepulchre. 
And in thee buriest too thine heir. 

Yet Fates a glory have reserved 
For one so highly hath deserved ; 
As the rhinoceros doth die 
Under his castie-enemy, 
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As through the crane*s trank throat doth speed, 
The asp doth on his feeder feed ; 
Fall yet triumphant in thy woe, 
Bound with the entrails of thy foe. 



A FLY ABOUT A GLASS OF BURNT CLARET. 

Forbear this liquid fire, fly. 

It is more fatal than the dry, 

That singly, but embracing, wounds. 

And this at once, both burns and drowns. 

The salamander that in heat 

And flames doth cool his monstrous sweat; 

Whose fan a glowing cake, is said, 

Of this red furnace is afraid. 

Viewing the ruby-crystal shine, 
Thou tak*st it for heaven-crystalline ; 
Anon thou wilt be taught to groan, 
^is an ascended Acheron. 

A snowball-heart in it let fall, 
And take it out a flre-ball: 
An icy breast in it betrayed, 
Breaks a destructive wild granade. 
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Tis this makes Venus' altars shine, 
This kindles frosty Hymen's pine ; 
When the boy grows old in his desires, 
This flambeau doth new light his fires. 

Though the cold hermit ever waii, 
Whose sighs do freeze, and tears drop hail ; 
Once having passed this, will ne'er 
Another flaming purging fear. 

The vestal drinking this doth bum. 
Now more than in her fun'ral urn ; 
Her fires, that with the sun kept race. 
Are now extinguisb'd by her face. 

The chymist, that himself doth still. 
Let him but taste this limbeck's bill, 
And prove this sublimated bowl. 
He'll swear it will calcine a soul. 

Noble, and brave ! now thou dost know, 
The false prepared decks below. 
Dost thou the fatal liquor sup. 
One drop, alas ! thy bark blows up. 

What airy country hast to save. 
Whose plagues thou'lt bury in thy grave? 
For even now thou seem'st to us 
On this gulf's brink a Curtius. 
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And now thou'rt fall'n (ma^animoas fly) 
In, where thine ocean doth fry, 
Like the sun's son who blushed the flood, 
To a complexion of blood. 

Yet see ! my glad auricular 
Redeems thee (though dissolved) a star. 
Flaggy thy wings, and scorch*d thy thighs. 
Thou li'st a double sacrifice. 

And now my warming, cooling, breath, 
Shall a new life afford in death ; 
See ! in the hospital of my hand 
Already cur'd, thou fierce dost stand. 

Burnt insect! dost thou reaspire 

The moist-hot-glass, and liquid fire? 

I see! *tis such a pleasing pain. 

Thou would'st be scorchM, and drownM again. 



FEMALE GLORY. 

'MoNGST the world's wonders, there doth yet remain 
One greater than the rest, that's all those o'er again, 
And her own self beside ; a lady whose soft breast. 
Is with vast honour's soul, and virtue's life possess'd. 
Fair, as original light, first from the chaos shot. 
When day in virgin-beams triumph'd, and night was 
not. 
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And as that breath infused, in the new-breather good, 
When ill unknown was dumb, and bad not understood ; 
Cheerful, as that aspect at this world's finishing. 
When cherubims clapp'd wings, and th' sons of 

heav'n did sing. 
Chaste as th' Arabian bird, who all the air denies. 
And ey'n in flames expires, when wiUi herself she lies. 
Oh ! she's as kind as drops of new fall'n April showers, 
That on each gentle breast, spring fresh perfuming 

flowers ; 
She's constant, gen'rous, fix'd, she's calm, she is the 

all 
We can of virtue, honour, faith, or glory call ; 
And she is (whom I thus transmit to endless fame) 
Mistress o'th' world, and me, and Laura is her name. 
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LUTE AND VOICE. 

X. Sing Laura, sing, whilst silent are the spheres. 
And all the eyes of heaven are tum'd to ears. 
V, Touch thy dead wood, and make each living tree, 
Unchain its feet, take arms, and follow thee. 

CHORUS. 

L. Sing. V, Touch. O touch. X. O sing. 
Both. It is the soul's, soul's, sole offering. 
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V, Toach the divinity of thy chords, and make 
Each heart-string tremble, and each sinew shake. 
L, Whilst with your voice you rarity the air, 
None but an host of angels hover here. 

CHORUS. 

Sing. Touch, &;c. 

V. Touch thy soft lute, and in each gentle thread, 
The lion and the panther captive lead. 
L. Sing, and in heav'n enthrone deposed love. 
Whilst angels dance, and fiends in order move. 

DOUBLE CHORUS. 

What sacred charm may this then be 

In harmony, 
That thus can make the angels wild. 

The devils mild. 
And reach low hell to heav'n to swell, 
And the high heav'n to stoop to hell ? 



^ iModi ®]^aton* 



DIALOGUE. 

Charon. W. 
Tf. Charon! thou slave! thou fool! thou cavalier. 
Cha, A slave, a fool, what traitor's voice I hear? 
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W, Come, bring thy boat. Cha, No, sir. W» No, 

sirrah, why ? 
Cha. The blest will disagree, and fiends will mutiny 

At thy, at thy, numbered treachery. 
W, Villain, I have a pass, which who disdains, 

I will sequester the Ely si an plains. 
Cha, Woe's me ! ye gentle shades ! where shall I dwell ? 
He's come! it is not safe. to be in hell. 

CHORUS. 

r 

Thus man, his honour- lost, falls on these shelves; 
Fanes ftnd fiends are still true to themselves. 

Cha, You must, lost fool, come in. W, Oh, let 

me in! 
But now I fear thy boat will sink with my o'er- 

weighty sin. 
Where, courteous Charon, am I now ? Cha, Vile ranil 
At th' gates of thy supreme judge Rhadamant 

DOUBLE CHORUS OF DEVILS. 

Welcome to rape, to theft, to perjury, 
To all the ills thou wert, we cannot hope to be ; 
Oh, pity us condemned ! oh, cease to woo ; 
And softly, softly breathe, lest yoa infect us too. 
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A DUEL. 

Upon a day when the dog-star 
Unto the world proclaimed a war, 
And poison barkM from his black throat, 
And from his jaws infection shot, 
Under a deadly hen-bane shade 
With slime infernal mists are made ; 
Met the two dreaded enemies. 
Having their weapons in their eyes. 

First from his den rolls forth that load 
Of spite and hate, the speckled toad, 
And from his chaps a foam doth spawn, 
Such as the loathed three heads yawn ; 
Defies his foe with a fell spit. 
To wade through death to meet with it ; 
Then in his self the limbeck turns, 
And his elixir'd poison urns. 
Arachne, once the fear o'th' maid 
Coelestial, thus unto her prayM :* 
Heaven's biue-ey'd daughter, thine own mother ! 
The Python-killing Sun's thy brother. 
Oh ! thou from gods that didst descend. 
With a poor virgin to contend, 
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ShaU seed of earth and hell e*er be 
A rival in thy victory? 
Pallas assents ! for now long time 
And pity had clean rins*d her crime; 
When straight she doth with active fire, 
Her many legged foe inspire. 
Have you not seen a carrack lie 
A great cathedral in the sea, 
Under whose Babylonian walls 
A small thin frigate almshouse stalls ; 
So in his slime the toad doth float, 
And th' spider by, but seems his boat; 
And now the naumachia begins 
Close to the surface, herself spins: 
Arachne, when her foe lets fly 
A broadside of his breath, too high, 
That's overshot, the wisely stout 
Advised maid doth tack about; 
And now her pitchy bark doth sweat, 
ChafM in her own black fury wet; 
Lazy and cold before, she brings 
New fires to her contracted stings, 
And with discolour'd spumes doth blast 
The herbs that to their centre baste. 
Now to the neighboring henbane top 
Arachne hath herself wound up, 
And thence, from its dilated leaves. 
By her own cordage. downwards weaves; 
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And doth her town of foe attack, 

And storms the rampiers of his back; 

Which taken in her colours spread, 

March to th' citadel of 's head. 

Now as in witty torturing Spain, 

The brain is Yex*d, to vex the brain ; 

Where heretics' bare heads are arm'd 

In a close helm, and in it charm'd 

An overgrown and meagre rat. 

That piecemeal nibbles himself fat; 

So on the toad's blue-ohequer'd scull 

The spider gluttons herself full. 

And vomiting her stygian seeds, 

Her poison, on his poison, feeds : 

Thus the envenom'd toad, now grown 

Big, with more poison than his own. 

Doth gather all his powers, and shakes 

His stormer in's disgorged lakes ; 

And wounded now, apace crawls on 

To his next plantain surgeon ; 

With whose rich balm no sooner drest, 

But purged is his sick swoln breast ; 

And as a glorious combatant, 

That only rests awhile to pant; 

Then with repeated strength, and scars, 

That smarting, fire him to new wars, 

Deals blows that thick themselves prevent. 

As they would gain the time he spent 
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So the disdaining angry toad, 
' That, calls but a thin useless load ; 
His fatal feared self comes back 
With unknown venom filFd to crack. 
Tb' amazed spider now untwinM, 
Hath crept up, and herself new lin'd 
With fresh salt foams, and mists that blast 
The ambient air as they past. 
And now methinks a sphynx's wing 
I pluck, and do not write, but sting ; 
With their black blood, my pale ink's blent, 
GalFs but a faint ingredient. 
The poFtic toad doth now withdraw, 
Wam'd, higher in Campania. 
There wisely doth intrenched deep, 
His body, in a body keep. 
And leaves a wide and open pass 
T' invite the foe up to his jaws ; 
Which there within a foggy blind 
With fourscore fire-arms were lin'd ; 
The gen'rous active spider doubts 
More ambuscadoes than redoubts ; 
So within shot she doth pickear, 
Now galls the flank, and now the rear; 
As that the toad in's own despite 
Must change the manner of his fight, 
Who like a glorious general. 
With one home charge, lets fly at all. 
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Chafd with a fourfold venomous foam 
Of scorn, revenge, his foe's and's own; 
He seats him in his loathed chair, 
New-made him by each morning's air, 
With glowing eyes, he doth survey 
Th' undaunted host, he calls his prey; 
Then his dark spume he greedly lapsj 
And shows the foe his grave, his chaps. 

Whilst the quick wary amazon 
Of 'vantage takes occasion. 
And with her troop of legs careers, 
In a full speed with all her spears ; 
Down (as some mountain on a mouse) 
On her small cot he flings his house, 
Without the poison of the elf, 
The toad had like V have burst himself. 
For Sage Arachne with good heed. 
Had stopped herself upon full speed ; 
And's body now disorder'd, ou 
She falls to execution. 
The passive toad now only can 
Contemn, and suffer: here began 
The wronged maid's ingenious rage, 
Which his heart venom must assuage ; 
One eye she hath spit out, strange smother ! 
When one flame doth put out another. 
And one eye wittily spared, that he 
Might but behold his misery ; 
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She on each spot a wound doth print, 
And each speck hath a sting within't; 
Till he but one new blister is, 
And swells his own periphrasis ; 
Then fainting, sick, and yellow, pale, 
She bathes him with her sulphVous stale ; 
Thus slacked is her stygian fire. 
And she vouchsafes now toretire : 
Anon the toad begins to pant. 
Bethinks him of th* almighty plant. 
And lest he piecemeal should be sped, 
Wisely doth finish himself dead. 
Whilst the gay girl, as was her fate. 
Doth wanton and luxuriate, 
And crowns her conquering head all oV 
With fatal leaves of hellebore ; 
Not guessing at the precious aid 
Was lent her by the heavenly maid. 
The near expiring toad now rolls 
Himself in lazy bloody scrolls, 
To th' sovereign salve of all his ills, 
That only life and health distils. 
But lo ! a terror above all 
That ever yet did him befall ! 

Pallas, still mindful of her foe, 
(Whilst they did with each fire's glow) 
Had to the place the spider's Lar, 
Dispatched before the ev'ning's star; 

D 
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He learned was in Natnre^s laws, 
Of all ber foliage knew the cause, 
And 'mongst the rest in his cboice want 
Unplanted had this plantain plant. 

The all-confounded toad doth see 
His life fled with his remedy. 
And in a glorious despair 
\ First burst himself, and next the air ; 

Then with a dismal horrid yell. 
Beats down his loathsome breath to hell. 

But what inestimable bliss 
This to the sated virgin is, 
Who as before of her fiend foe, 
Now full is of her goddess too ; 
She from her fertile womb hath spun 
Her stateliest payilion, 
Whilst all her silken flags display. 
And her triumphant banners play ; 
Where Pallas she i'th' midst doth praise, 
And counterfeits her brother's rays. 
Nor will she her dear Lar forget ; 
Victorious by his benefit ; 
Whose roof enchanted she doth free, 
From haunting gnat, and goblin bee. 
Who trapp'd in her prepared toil, 
To their destruction keep a coil. 
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Then she anlocks the toad's dire head, 
Within whose cell is treasured 
That precious stone, which she doth call 
A noble recompense for all, 
And to her Lar doth it present, 
Of bis fair aid a monnment. 
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A POEM. 

Sir, yonr sad absence I complain, as Earth 
Her long hid Spring, that gave her verdures birth. 
Who now her cheerful aromatic head 
Shrinks in her cold and dismal widowed bed; 
Whilst the false Sun her lover doth him move 
Below, and to th' antipodes make love. 
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What fate was mine, when in mine obsciure eayc 
(Shut up almost close prisoner in a g^ave) 
Your beams could reach me through this \ault < 

night, 
And canton the dark dungepn with light ! 
Whence me (as generous Spahy's) you unbound. 
Whilst I now know myself both free and crowh'd. 

But as at Mecca's tomb, the devout blind 
Pilgrim (great husband of his sight and mind) 
Pays to no other object this chaste prize, 
Then with hot earth anoints out both his eyes : 
So having seen your dazzling glory's store ; 
It is enough, and sin for to see more. 

Or, do you thus those precious rays withdraw 
To wet my dull beams, keep my bold in awe? 
Or, are you gentle and compassionate. 
You will not reach me Regulus his fate? 
Brave prince, who eagle-ey'd of eagle kind, 
Wert blindly damn'd to looK thine own self blind! 

But oh return those fires, too cruel nice! 
For whilst you fear me cinders, see ! I'm ice ; 
A numbed speaking clod, and mine own show, 
Myself congeal'd, a man cut out in snow : 
Return those living fires. Thou who that vast 
Double advantage from one-ey*d heav'n hast ; 
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Look with one sqd, though't but obliquely be, 
And if not shine, youchsafe to wink on me. 

Perceiye you not a gentle, gliding heat, 
And quickening warmth that makes the statue sweat ; 
As revVend Deucalion's back-flung stone, 
Whose rough outside softens to skin, anon 
Each crusty vein with wet red is supply'd. 
Whilst nought of stone but in its heart doth bide. 

So from the rugged north, where your soft stay 
Hath stamp'd them a meridian, and kind day ; 
Where now each alamode inhabitant, 
Himself aad's manners both do pay you rent, 
And 'bout your house (your palace) doth resort. 
And 'spite of fate and war creates a court. 

So from the taught north, when you shall return 
To glad those looks that ever since did mourn. 
When men unclothed of themselves youMl see. 
Then start new made, fit, what they ought to be ; 
Haste ! haste ! you that your eyes on rare sights feed. 
For thus the golden triumph is decreed. 

The twice-born god, still gay and ever young. 
With ivy crown'd, first leads the glorious throng : 
He Ariadne's starry coronet 
Designs for th' brighter beams of Amoret; 
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Then doth he broach his throne, and singings quaff 
Unto her health his pipe of godhead off. 

Him follow the recanting, vexing Nine, 
Who, wise, now sing thy lasting fame in wine ; 
Whilst Phoebns not from th' east, your feast f adorn. 
But from th' inspired Canaries rose this mom. 

Now you are come, winds in their caverns sit, 
And nothing breathes, but new enlarged wit; 
Hark ! one proclaims it piaele to be sad, 
And .the people cairt religion to be mad. 

But now, as at a coronation 
When noise, the guard, and trumpets are o'erblown, 
The silent commons mark their prince's way. 
And with still reverence both look, and pray ; 
So they amas/d, expecting do adore, 
And count the rest but pageantry before. 

Behold ! an host of virgins, pure as tfa' air, 
In her first face, ere mists durst veil her hair ; 
Their snowy vests, white as their whiter skin. 
Or their far chaster whiter thoughts within : 
Roses they breathM and strew'd, as if the fine 
Heaven, did to Earth his wreath of sweets resign ; 
They sang aloud ! '' Thrice, oh thrice happy they 
That can like these in love both yield and sway.' 



n 
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Next herald Fame (a purple cload her beftrs) 
In an embroidered coat of eyes and ears, 
Proclaims the triumph, and these loyer's glory ; 
Then in a book of steel records the story. 

And now a youth of more than god-like form, 
Did th' inward minds of the dumb throng alarm; 
All nak'd, each part betrayed unto the eye, 
Chastely, for neither sex ow'd he or she. 
And this was Heav'nly Love; by his bright hand, 
A boy of worse than earthly stuff did stand ; 
His bow broke, his fires out, and his wings clipped, 
And the black slave from all his false flames stripped ; 
Whose eyes were new restored, but to confess 
This day*s bright bliss, and his own wretchedness ; 
Who sweird with enVy, bursting with disdain^ 
Did cry to cry, and weep them out again. 

And now what heav'n must I invade, what sphere 
Rifle of all her stars V enthrone her there ? 
No! Phoebus, by thy boy's fate we beware, 
Th' unruly flames o'th' firebrand, thy car; 
Although she there once plac'd, thou sun shouldst see 
Thy day bodi nobler govemed and thee. 
Drive on, Bootes, thy cold heavy wain, 
Then grease thy wheels vith amber in the main : 
And Neptune, thou to thy false Thetis gallop, 
ApoUo^s set within thy bed of scallop: 
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Whilst Amoret on the reconciled winds 
Mounted, and drawn by six celestial minds, 
She armed was with innocence, and fire 
That did not burn, for it was chaste desire ; 
Whilst a new light doth gild the standers by ; 
Behold! it was a day shot from her eye; 
Chafing perfumes o'th' East did throng and sweat. 
But by her breath, they melting back were beat. 
A crown of yet-ne'er^lighted stars she wore. 
In her soft hand a bleeding heart she bore, 
And round her lay millions of broken more ; 
Then a wing'd crier thrice aloud did call, 
'^ Let Fame proclaim this one great prize for all.^ 

By her a lady that might be calFd fair. 
And justly, but that Amoret was there. 
Was prisoner led, th' unvalued robe she wore, 
Made infinite lay lovers to adore, 
Who vainly tempt her rescue (madly bold) 
Chained in sixteen thousand links of gold ; 
Chrisetta thus (loaden with treasures) slave 
Did strew the pass with pearls, and her way pave. 

But lo ! the glorious cause of all this high 
True heavenly state, brave Philamore draws nigh ! 
Who not himself, more seems himself to be, 
And with a sacred ecstasy doth see ; 
Fix'd and unmov'd on*s pillars he doth stay, 
And joy transforms him his own statua; 
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Nor hath he pow'r to breathe, or strength to greet 
The gentle ojffers of his Amoret, 
Who how ama^'d af s noble breast doth knock, 
And with a kiss his geu'rous heart unlock; 
Whilst she and the whole pomp doth enter there, 
Whence her nor Time nor Fate shall ever tear. 
But whither am I hurl'd? ho! back! awake 
From thy glad trance ; to thine old sorrow take ! 
Thus, after view of all the Indies* store, 
The slave returns unto bis chain and oar; 
Thus poets who all night in blest heavens dwell, 
. Are caird next morn to their true living hell; 
So I unthrifty, to myself untrue, 
Rise clothed with real wants, ^cause wanting yon. 
And what substantial riches I possess, 
I must to these unvalued dreams confess. 

But all our clouds shall be o'erblown, when thee 
In our horizon, bright, once more we see ; 
When thy dear presence shall our souls new dress,. 
And spring an universal cheerfulness ; 
When we shall be overwhelmed in joy, like they 
That change their night, for a vast half-year's day.. 

/ 

Then shall the wretched few, that do repine,. 
See ; and recant their blasphemies in wine ; 
Then shall they grieve that thought l*ve sung toafree 
High and aloud of thy true worth and thee, 

Dd 
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And their foal heresies and iips submit 

To th' all-forgiving breath of Amoret; 

And me alone their anger*s object caJi, 

That from my height so miserably did fiill ; 

And cry oat ny invention thin and poor, 

Who have said nought, since I could say no more. 



ADVICE TO MY BEST BROTHER, 

COLONEL FRANCIS LOVELACE. 

Frank, wirtHve unhandsomely? Trast not too Ar 
Thyself to v^aving seas, for what thy star 
Calculated by sure event must be, 
Look in the glassy epithet and see. 

Yet settle here your rest, and take your state, 
And in calm Halcyon's nest ev'n build your fate ; 
Pr'ythee lie down securely, Frank, and keq> 
With as much no noise the inconstant deep 
As its inhaMtaats ; nay, stedfast stand. 
As if discovered were a New-found-land 
Fit for plantation here ; dream, dresun still, 
Luird in Dione's cradle, dream, until 
Horror awi^e your sense, and you now find 
Yourself a bubbled pastime for the wind ; 
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And in loose Thetis' blankets torn and tossVl, 
Frank, to undo thyself why art at cost ? 

Nor be too confident, fix'd on. the shore, 
For even that too borrows from the store 
Of her rich neighbour, since now wisest know, 
(And this to Gahleo's judgment owe) 
The palsy Earth itself is every jot 
As frail, inconstant, waving as that blot 
We lay upon the deep, that sometimes lies 
Chang'd, you woukl think, with's bottom's prc^rties, 
But this eternal strange Ixion's wheel 
Of giddy earth, ne'er whirling leaves to reel 
Till all thills are inverted, till they are 
Turn'd to that antic confns'd state they were. 

Who loves the golden mean, doth safely want 
A cobwebby cot, and wrongs entail'd upon't ; 
He richly needs a palace for to breed 
Vipers and moths, that on their feeder feed. 
The toy that we (too true) a mistress call. 
Whose looking-^lass and feather weighs up all ; 
And clothes which larks would play with, in the sun. 
That mock hinei in tbe night when's tsourse is run. 

To rear an edifice by art so high 
That envy should not reach it with her eye. 
Nay, with a thought come near it, wonldst tliou know 
How such a strttctnre should be rais'd? Build low. 
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The blast'ring wind*s invisible rough stroke, 

More often shakes the stubborn'st, prop Vest oak ; 

And in proud turrets we behold withal, 

Tis the imperial top declines to fall. 

Nor does heay*n*s lightning strike the humble Tales, 

But high aspiring mounts batters and scales. 

A breast of proof defies all shocks of Fate, 
Fears in the best, hopes in the worser state ; 
Heaven forbid that, as of old, time ever 
Flourished in Spring, so contrary, now never : 
That mighty breath which blew foul Winter hither, 
Can eas'ly puff it to a fairer weather. 
Why dost despair then, Frank? .^Eolus has 
A Zephyrus as well as Boreas. 

'Tis a false sequel, solecism, 'gainst those 
Precepts by fortune giv'n us, to suppose 
That cause it is now ill, 'twill e'er be so ; 
Apollo doth not always bend his bow ; 
But oft, uncrowned of his beams divine, 
With his soft harp awakes the sleeping Nine. 

In strictest things magnanimous appear, 
Greater in hope, however thy fale, than fear: 
Draw all your sails in quickly, though no storm 
Threaten your ruin with a sad alarm ; 
For tell me how they differ, tell me pray, 
A cloudy tempest, and a too fair day. 
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ON THE HYMENEALS OF MY NOBLE KINSMAN 

THOMAS STANLEY, ESQ. 

The day is eurFd about again 
To view the splendour she was in ; 
When first with hallowed hands 
The holy man knit the mysterious bands ; 
When you two your contracted souls did move. 
Like cherubims above. 
And did make love ; 
As your un-understanding issue now 
In a glad sigh, a smile, a tear, a vow^ 

Tell me, O self-reviving Sun, 
In thy perigrination ! 

Hast thou beheld a pair 
Twist their soft beams like these in their chaste air? 
As from bright numberless embracing rays 
Are sprung th' industrious days ; 
So when they gaze, 
And change their fertile eyes with the new morn,^ 
A beauteous offspring is shot forth, not bom. 

Be witness then, all-seeing Sun, 
Old spy, thou that thy race hast run, 
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In full &\e thoasand rings ; 
To thee were ever purer offerings 
Sent on the wings of Faith? and thou of Night 

Curtain of their delight, 
By these made bright, 
Ha^e you not marked their celestial play. 
And no more peek'd the gaieties of day? 

Come then, pale virgins, roses strew* 
Mingled witii lo's as you go; 
The SBOwy ox is kiU'd, 
The fane with pros'lyte lads and lasses fill'd; 
Yon too may hope the same seraphic joy. 
Old Time cannot destroy. 
Nor fulness cloy, 
When like these, you shall stamp by sympathies. 
Thousands of new-bom-loves with your chaste eyes. 



ipatto'0 Sbecottl) ^ttl^gment, 

UPON THE THREE DAUGHTERS OF MY DEAR BROTHER, 

MR. R. C.SSAR. 

Behold ! three sister wonders, in whom met. 
Distinct and chaste, the splendours counterfeit 
Of Juno, Venus, and the warlike maid^ 
Each in their three divinities array'd I 
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The majesty and state of heaven's ^reat queeo, 
And when she treats the gods, her nobie mien ; 
The sweet yictorious beauties, and desires 
O'th' sea-bora princess, empress too of fires ; 
The sacred arts, and glorious laurels, torn 
From the fair brow o'th' goddess father4>om ; 
All these were quartered in each snowy coat. 
With canton'd honours of their own to boot : 
Paris by Fate new-wak'd from his dead cell, 
Is charg'd to give his doom impossible. 
He views in each the brav -ry of all Ide ; 
Whilst one, as once three, doth his soul diTide. 
Then sighs ! so equally they're glorious all, 
What pity the whole world is bnt one ball. 



i^eifttttte^ 

A PANEGYRIC TO THE BEST PICTURE OF FRIENDSHIP, 

MR. PETER LILLY. 

If Pliny, Lord High Treasurer of all 
Nature's exchequer, shuffled in this our ball ; 
Peinture, her richer rival, did admire, 
And cried she wrought with more almighty fire. 
That judg'd tlie i]Bnumt>er'd issue of her scroll, 
Infinite and various as her mother soul. 
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That contemplation into matter brought, 

Bodied ideas, and could form a thought : 

Why do I pause to couch the cataract, 

And the gross pearls from our dull eyes abstract, 

That powerful Lilly now awakened, we 

This new creation may behold by thee. 

To thy victorious pencil, all that eyes 
And minds can reach, do bow ; the deities' 
Bold poets first but feign'd, you do, and make. 
And from your awe they our devotion take. 
Your beauteous pallet first defined love's queen, 
And made her in her heav'nly colours seen. 
You strung the bow of the Bandite, her son. 
And tipp'd his arrows with religion. 
Neptune, as unknown as his fish might dwell. 
But that you seat him in his throne of shell. 
The thunderer's artillery, and brand 
You fancied Rome in his fantastic hand. 
And the pale frights, the pains and fears of hell. 
First from your sullen melancholy fell. 
Who cleft th' infernal dog*s loath'd head in three. 
And spun out Hydra's fifty necks ? by thee 
As prepossessed w'enjoy th* Elysian plain. 
Which but before was flattered iu our brain. 
Who ere yet view'd air*s child invisible, 
A hollow voice, but in thy subtle skill ? 
Faint stammering echo, you so draw, that we 
The very repercussion do see. 
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Cheat hocas-pocas-natare an essay 
O'th' Spring affords us, Presto and away; 
You all the year do chain her, and her fruits, 
Roots to their beds, and flowers to their roots. 
Ha^e not mine eyes feasted i'th' frozen zone. 
Upon a fresh new-grown collation 
Of apples, unknown sweets, that seem*d to mo 
Hanging to tempt as on the fatal tree X 
So delicately limn'd I vow'd to try 
My appetite impost upon my eye. 

You, sir, alone, Fame and all-conqu'ring rhyme^ 
Files the set teeth of all-devouring Time. 
When beauty once thy virtuous paint hath on, 
Age needs not call her to vermilion ; 
Her beams ne'er shed or change, like tb' heir of day^ 
She scatters fresh her everlasting ray ; 
Nay, from her ashes her fair virgin Are 
Ascends, that doth new massacres conspire, 
Whilst we wipe off the num'rous score of years, 
And do behold our grandsire as our peers. 
With the first father of our house, compare 
We do the features of our new-born heir ; 
For though each copied a son, they all 
Meet in thy first and true original. 
» 

Sacred luxurious ! what princess not 
But comes to you to have herself begot? 
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As when first roan was kneaded, from his side 
Is bom to's band a ready made up bride. 
He husband to his issue then doth play. 
And for more wives remove the obstructed way : 
So by your art you spring up in two noons 
What could not else be form'd by fifteen suns ; 
Thy 'skill doth animate the prolific flood. 
And thy red oil assimilates to blood. 

Where then, when all the world pays its respecl 
Lies our transalpine barbarous neglect? ' ^ 

When the chaste hands of powerful Titian, 
Had drawn the scourges of our God and man. 
And now the top of th' altar did ascend, 
To crown the heav'nly piece with a bright end. 
Whilst he who to seven languages gave law. 
And always like the Sun his subjects saw^ 
Did in his robes imperial and gold, 
The basis of the doubtful ladder hokL 
Oh, Charles ! a nobler monument than that. 
Which thou, thine own executor, wert at; 
When to our huffling Henry there coiaplain'd 
A grieved earl, that thought his honour stained; 
Away (frown'd he) for your own safeties, hast 
In one cheap hour ten- coronets I'll cast: 
But Holbein's noble and prodigious wqpkh. 
Only the pangs of an whole age bringi^lbrtii. 
Henry ! a word so princely saving said, 
It might new raise the ruins thou hast made. 
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O saored Peinture! that dost fairly draw 
What but in mists deep inward poets saw ; 
Twixt thee and an intelligence no odds, 
That art of privy council to the gods, 
By thee unto our eyes they do prefer 
A stamp of their abstracted character ; 
Thou that in frames eternity dost bind, * 

And art a written and a bodied mind; 
To thee is ope' the junto o'th* abyss, 
And its conspiracy detected is; 
Whilst their cabal thou to our sense dost show, 
And in thy square paint'st what they threat below. 

Now, my best Lilly, let's walk hand in hand. 
And smile at this un-understanding land ; 
Let them their own dull counterfeits adore, 
Their rainbow-clothes admire, and no more ; 
Within one shade of thine more substance is 
Than all their varnished idol mistresses : 
Whilst great Yasari and Yermander shall 
Interpret the deep mystery of all. 
And I unto our modern Picts shall show. 
What due renown to thy fair art they owe ; 
In the delineated lives of those, 
By whom this everlasting laurel grows: 
Then if they will not gently apprehend. 
Let one great blot give to their fame an end ; 
Whilst no poetic flower their hearse doth dress, 
But perish they and their efigiee. 
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TO MY DEAR FRIEND 

MR. E. R.* 

ON HIS POEMS, MORAL AND DIVINE. 

Cleft, as the top of the inspired hill, 
Strugg^Ies the soul of my divided quill, 
Whilst this foot doth the wat'ry mount aspire. 
That Sinai's living and enlivening fire. 
Behold my pow'rs stormed by a tv^isted light 
O'th' sun, and his, first kindled his sight. 
And my lost thoughts invoke the prince of day. 
My right to th* spring of it and him do pray. 

Say, happy youth, crown'd with a heav*nly ray 
Of the first flame, and interwreathed bay. 
Inform my soul in labour to begin, 
lo's, or anthems, poeans, or a bymn« 
Shall I a hecatomb on thy tripod slay, 
Or my devotions at thy altar pay ? 
While which f adore th' aniaz'd world cannot tell 
The sublime urim or deep oracle. 

Hark how the moving chords temper our brain, 
As when Apollo serenades the main, 
Old Ocean smooths his sullen furrow'd front. 
And Nereids do glide soft measures on't ; 

* Most probably Eldred Revett. 
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Whilst th* Air puts on its sleekest smoothest face. 

And each doth turn the other's looking-glass ; 

So by the sinewy lyre now struck we see 

Into soft calms all storms of poesy, 

And former thundering and lightning lines, 

And verse, now in its native lustre shines. 

How wert thou hid within thyself? how shut ! 
Thy precious Iliads lockM up in a nut! 
Not hearing, of thee thou dost break out strong, 
Invading forty thousand men in song; 
And we, secure in our thin empty heat, 
Now find ourselves at once surprised and beat ; 
Whilst the most valiant of our wits now sue, 
Fling down their arms, ask quarter too of you. 

So cabin'd up in its disguis'd course rust. 
And scurf 'd all o'er with its unseemly crust. 
The diamond, from 'midst the humbler stones. 
Sparkling, shoots forth the price of nations. 

Ye safe unriddlers of the stars, pray tell. 
By what name shall I stamp my miracle ? 
Thou strange inverted ^son, that leap'st o'er. 
From thy first infancy into fourscore. 
That to thine own self hast the midwife play'd. 
And from thy brain spring'st forth the heav'nly maid, 
Thou staff of him, bore him, that bore our sins. 
Which but set down to bloom, and bear begins* 
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Thou rod of Auron with one motion hurl'd, 
Bud'st a periiime of flowers through the worUL 
Thou strange calcined seeds within a glass. 
Each species Idaa spring'st as 'twas ; 
Bright vestal flame, that kindled but ev^n now, 
For ever dost thy sacred fires throw. 

Thus the repeated acts of Nestor's age, 
That now had three times o'er out-liv'd the stage : 
And all those beams contracted into one, 
Alcides' in his (^adle hath outdone. 

But all these flourishing hues with which I die 
Thy virgin paper, now are vain as I ; 
For 'hove the poets' heav*n thour't taught to shine. 
And move, as in thy proper crystalline ; 
Whence that molehill Parnassus thou dost view, 
And us small ants there dabbling in its dew ; 
Whence thy seraphic soul such hymns doth play. 
As those to which first danced the first day, 
Wherewith a thorn from the world-ransoming wreath 
Thou stung, dost antiphons and anthems breathe; 
Where with an angel's quill dipp'd i'th' Lamb's blood, 
Thou sing'st our pelican's all-saving flood, 
And batb'st thy thoughts in ever living streams 
Rins*d from Earth's tainted, fat, and heavy steams. 
There move translated youth enroH'd i'lh' obw, 
That only doth with holy lays inspire ; 
To whom his burning coach Eliah sent, 
And th' royal prophet-priest his harp hath lent. 
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Which thou dost tane in coosorty unto those 
Clap wings for ever at each batlow'd close ; 
Whilst we now weak and fainting in our praise^ 
Sick, echo o'er thy halldniahs. 



TO MT NOBLE KINSMAN, 

T. S. ESQ. 

ON HIS LYRIC POEM Sy COMPOSED BY MR. J. G. "^ 

What means this stately tablature^ 

The balance of thy strains? 
Which seems, instead of sifting pure, 

T'extend and rack thy veins ; 
Thy odes first their own harmony did break, 
For singing, troth, is but in tune to speak. 

Nor thus thy golden feet and wings, 

May it be thought false melody 
T' ascend to heaven by silver strings, 

This is Urania's heraldry : 
Thy royal poem now we may extol. 
And truly Luna blazon 'd upon Sol. 

* Hiis poem is prefixed to " Ajrres aod Dialogses to be 
sotig to the Theorbo, Late, or Bass- Viol. By J. Gamble," 
folio, Lond. l6SfT ; wbioh contoiDs a selection of Poems by 
Thomaa Stanley. 
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As when Amphion first did call 

Each listening stone from's den ; 
And with the l^te did form his wall. 
But with his words the men ; 
So in your twisted numbers now, you thus, 
Not only stocks persuade, but ravish us. 

Thus do your airs echo o'er 

The notes and anthems of the spheres, 
And their whole concert back restore, 

As if Earth too would bless Heaven's ears : 
But yet the spokes by which they scaPd so high, 
Gamble hath wisely laid of ut re mu 



ON THE BEST, LAST, AND ONLY REMAINING COMEDY 

OF MR. FLETCHER.- 

THE WILD GOOSE CHASE. 

I'm un-o'er-clouded too ! free from the mist ! 
The blind and late Heaven's-eyes great ocnlist, 
Obscured with the false fires of his scheme. 
Not half those souls are lightened by this theme. 

Unhappy murmurers, that still repine, 
(After th' eclipse our Sun doth brighter shine) 
Recant your false grief and your true joys know. 
Your bliss is endless, as you fear'd your woe ! 
What fort'nate flood is this? what storm of wit? 
Oh, who would live, and not overwhelmed in it? 
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No more a fatal deluge shall be huii'd, 
This inundation hath sav'd the world. 
Once more the mighty Fletcher doth arise 
Rob'd in a vest, studded with stars and eyes 
Of all his former glories ; his last worth 
Embroider'd with what yet light ere brought forth. 
See ! in this glad farewell he doth appear 
Stuck with the constellations of his sphere, 
Fearing we numbM fear*d no flag^ation. 
Hath curled all his fires in this one one; 
Which (as they guard his hallowed chaste urn) 
The dull approaching heretics do bum. 

Fletcher at his adieu carouses thus, 
To the luxurious ingenious, 
As Cleopatra did of old outvie, 
Th' unnumbered dishes of her Antony, 
When he (at th' empty board a wonderer) 
Smiling he calls for pearl and vinegar; 
First pledges him in's breath, then at one draught 
Swallows three kingdoms ofif to his best thought. 

Hear, oh ye valiant writers, and subscribe ; 
(His force set by) y'are conquered by this bribe. 
Though you hold out yourselves, he doth commit 
In this a sacred treason in your wit : 
Although in poems desperately stout. 
Give up; this overture must buy you out. 

E 
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Thus with some prodig^ ns'rer *i 4oth fare 
That keeps his gold still veird, his steel breast bare ; 
That doth exceed his coffers all bat's eye. 
And his eyes' idol the wing*d deity: 
That cannot lock his mines with half the art 
As some rich beauty doth his wretched heart; 
Wild at his real poverty, and so wise 
To win her, turns himself into a prize. 
First startles her with th' emerald mad lover 
The ruby Areas, lest she should recover 
Her dazzled thought, a diamond be throws. 
Splendid in all the bright Aspatia's woes ; 
Then to sum up the abstract of his store, 
He flings a rope of pearl of forty more.-- 
Ah, see ! the staggering virtue faints ! which he 
Beholding, darts his wealth's epitome; 
And now, to consummate her vnshed fiiU, 
Shows this one carbuncle that darkens all. 



TO DR. F. B. 

' ON HIS BOOK OF CHESS. 

Sir, now unravell'd is the golden fleece; 
Men that could only fool at fox and geese. 
Are new made politicians by thy book, 
And both can judge and ponquer with a look. 
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The bidden fote of priaoes you nnfold ; 
Court, clei^y commons, by your law control^d ; 
Strange, serious wantoning, all that they 
Bluster'd, and clntter'd for, you play. 



TO THE GENIUS OF MR, JOHN HALL, 

ON HIS EXACT TRANSLATION OF HIEROCLES, HIS COM- 
MENT UPON THE GOLDEN VERSES OF PYTHAGORAS. 

^is not from cheap thanks thinly to repay 
Th' immortal grove of thy fair ordered bay, 
Thou planted'st round my humble fane, that I 
Stick on thy hearse this sprig of elegy : 
Nor that your soul so fast was link'd in me, 
That now I've both since't has forsaken thee : 
That thus I stand a Swiss before thy gate. 
And dare for such another time and fate. 
Alas ! our faiths made different essays, 
Our minds and merits break two several ways ; 
Justice commands, I wake thy learned dost. 
And truth, in whom all causes centre must. 

Behold ! when but a youth thou fierce didst whip 
Upright the crooked age, and gilt vice strip ; 
A senator pnstextat, that knew*st to sway 
The fasces, yet under the ferula ; 

e3 
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Rank'd with the sage ere blossom did thy chin 
Sleeked without, and hair all o'er within. 
Who in the school conldst argue as in schools, 
Thy lessons were ev'n academy rules. 
So that fair Cam saw thee matriculate 
At once a tyro and a graduate. 

At nineteen what Essays have we beheld ! 
That well might have the book of Dogmas swelled; 
Tough Paradoxes, such as TuUy's, thou 
Didst heat thee with, when snowy was thy brow, 
When thy undownM face movM the Nine to shake. 
And of the Muses did a decade make ; 
What shall I say, by what allusion bold, 
None but the sun was ere so young and old. 

Young reverend shade, ascend awhile ! whilst we 
Now celebrate this posthume victory, 
This victory that doth contract in death 
Ev'n all the powers and labours of thy breath ; 
Like the Judean hero, in thy fall 
Thou pull'st the house of learning on us all. 
And as that soldier conquest doubted not. 
Who but one splinter had of Castriot, 
But would assault ev'n death so strongly charmed. 
And naked oppose rocks with this bone arm'd ; 
So we secure in this fair relic stand, 
The slings and darts shot by each profane band, 
These sovereign leaves thou lefl'st us are become 
Searcloths against all Time's infection. 
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Sacred Hierocles ! whose heay'nly thought. 
First acted o'er this comment ere it wrought ; 
Thou hast so spirited, elixir'd, we 
Conceive there is a noble alchymy, 
That's turning-of this gold, to something more 
Precious than gold we never knew before. 
Who now shall doubt the metempsychosis 
Of the great author, that shall peruse this ? 
Let others dream thy shadow wandering strays 
In th' Elysian mazes, hid with bays ; 
Or that snatch'd up in th' upper region 
'TIS kindled there a constellation; 
I have informed me, and declare with ease, 
Thy soul is fled into Hierocles. 



ON SANAZAR S BEING HONOURED WITH SIX HUNDRED 
DUCATS BY THE CLARI8SIMI OF VENICE, FOR COM- 
POSING AN ELEGIAC HEXASTIC OF TUB CITY. 

A. SATIRE. 

^wAs a blithe prince exchang'd five hundred crowns* 
For a fair turnip ; dig, dig on, O clowns ! 
But how this comes about, fates, can you tell, 
This more than maid of Meurs, this miracle ? 
Let me not live, if I think not St. Mark 
Has all the oar, as well as beasts in's ark ; 
No wonder 'tis he marries, the rich sea, 
But to betroth him to nak'd poesy, 
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And with a bankrapt muse to merchandisey 

His treasures beams sure have put out his eyes. 

His conquest at Lepanto I'll let pass, 

When the sick sea with turbans nightcapp'd was ; 

And now at Candy his full courage shown. 

That wan'd to a wan line the half-half moon; 

This is a wreath, this is a victory, 

Csesar himself would have look'd pale to see. 

And in the heig^ht of all his triumphs, feel 

Himself but chained to such a mighty wheeL 

And now methinks we ape Augustus' state. 
So ugly we his high worth imitate. 
Monkey his godlike glories ; so that we 
Keep light and form, with such deformity, 
As I have seen an arrogant baboon 
With a small piece of glass zany the sun. 

Rome to her bard, who did her battles sing, 
Indififerent gave to poet and to king; 
With the same laurels were his temples fraught 
Who best had written, and who best had fought ; 
The self same fame they equally did feel. 
One's style ador'd as much as th' other's steel. 
A chain or fasces she oould then afford 
The sons of Phoebus, we an axe, or cord ; 
Sometimes a coronet was her renown. 
And ours the dear prerogative of a crown. 
In marble statued walks great Lucan lay. 
And now we walk our own pale Hatua: 
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They the vrhole year with roses crowned would dioe, 
And we in all December know no wine ; 
Disciplined, dieted, sare there hath been, 
Odds Hwixt a poet and a capuchin. 

Of princes, women, wine, to sing I see 
Is no apocrypha, for to rise high 
Commend this olio of this lord 'tis fi^. 
Nay ten to one but you have part of it ; 
There is that justice left, since you maintain 
His table, he should counter-feed your brain. 
Then write how well he in his sack hath drolFd, 
Straight there's a bottle to your chamber roH'd. 
Or with embroidered words praise bis French suit, 
Month hence 'tis yours, with his man's to boot ; 
Or but applaud his boss'd legs, two to none. 
But he most nobly doth give you one : 
Or spin an elegy on his false hair, 
'TIS well, he cries, but living hair is dear ; 
Yet say that out of order there's one curl. 
And all the hopes of your reward you furl. 

Write a deep epic poem, and you may 
As soon delight them as the opera. 
Where they Diogenes thought in his tub. 
Never so sour did look, so sweet a club. 

You that do suck for thirst your black quill's blood. 
And chew your laboured papers for your food. 
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I will inform you how and what to praise. 

Then skin y' in satin as young Lovelace plays. 

Beware, as 3'ou would your fierce guests, your lice, 

To strip the cloth of gold from cherishM vice ; 

Rather stand ofif with awe and reverend fear. 

Hang a poetic pendant in her ear. 

Court her as her adorers do their glass, 

Though that as much of a true substance has, 

Whilst all the gall from your wild ink you drain. 

The beauteous sweets of Virtue's cheeks to stain ; 

And in your livery let her be known. 

As poor and tattered as in her own. 

Nor write, nor speak you more of sacred writ. 

But what shall force up your arrested wit. 

Be chaste religion, and her priests your scorn. 

Whilst the vain fanes of idiots you adorn. 

It is a mortal error you must know. 

Of any to speak good, if he be so. 

Rail till your edged breath flay your raw throat, 

And burn all marks on all of genVous note; 

Each verse be an indictment, be not free, 

Sanctity's self from thy scurrility. 

Libel your father, and your dam buffoon. 

The noblest matrons of the isle lampoon. 

Whilst Aretine and 's bodies you dispute. 

And in your sheets your sister prostitute. 

Yet there belongs a sweetness, softness too, 
Which you must pay, but fir^t pray know to who. 
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There is a creature, (if I may so call 

That unto which they do all prostrate fall) 

Term'd mistress,, when they're angry, but pleas'd high 

It is a princess, saint, divinity. 

To this they sacrifice the whole day's light. 

Then lie with their devotion all night ; 

For this you are to dive to the abyss. 

And rob for pearl the closet of some fish; 

Arabia and Sabaea you must strip 

Of all their sweets, for to supply her lip ; 

And steal new fire from heav'n for to repair 

Her unfledg'd scalp with Berenice's hair ; 

Then seat her in Cassiopeia's chair. 

As now you're in your coach. Save you, bright sir,* 

(O spare your thanks) is not this finer far 

Than walk unhided, when that every stone 

Has knock 'd acquaintance with your ankle-bone? 

When your wing'd papers, like the last dove, ne'er 

Return'd to quit you of your hope or fear ; 

But left you to the mercy of your host, 

And your day's fare, a fortified toast. 

How many battles sung in epic strain, 
Would have procur'd your head thatch from the rain? 
Not all the arms of Thebes and Troy would get 
One knife but to anatomize your meat, 
A funeral elegy with a sad boon 
Might make you (hei) sip wine like macaroonc ; 

e3 
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Bat if perchance there did a riband come. 
Not the train-band so fierce with all its drum; 
Yet with your torch you homeward wonld retire, 
•And heartly wish your bed your fun'ral pyre. 

With what a finry have I known you feed. 
Upon a contract, and the hopes 't mi^ht speed ; 
Not the fair bride, impatient of delay. 
Doth wish like you the beauties of that day ; 
Hotter than all the roasted cooks you sat 
To dress the fricasse of your alphabet, 
Which sometimes would be drawn dough anagram. 
Sometimes acrostic parched in the flame ; 
Then posies stew'd with sippets, motto's by. 
Of minced verse a miserable pie. 
How many knots slipp'd ere you twist their name. 
With tfa' old deiice, as both their heart's the same : 
Whilst like to drills the feast in your false jaw. 
You would transmit at leisure to your maw; 
Then after all your fooling, fat, and wine, 
Glutton'd at last, return at home to pine. 

Tell roe, O Sun, since first your beams did play 
To Night, and did awake the sleeping Day ; 
Since first your steeds of light their race did start. 
Did you ere blush as now? Oh thou that art 
The common father to the base pismire. 
As well as great Alcides, did the fire, s 
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From thine own altar which the gods adore. 
Kindle the souls of gnats and wasps before ? 

Who would delight in his chaste eyes to see, 
Dormice to strike at lights of poesy? 
Faction and envy now is downright rage, 
Once a ^ve knotted whip there was, the stage, " 
The beadle and the executioner, 
To whip small errors, and the great ones tear. 
Now as ere Nimrod, the jSrst king, he writes. 
That's strongest, th' ablest deepest bites. 
The muses weeping fly their hill, to see 
Their noblest sons of peace in mutiny. 
Could there nought else this civil war complete. 
But poets raging vrith poetic heat. 
Tearing themselves and th' endless wreath, as though 
Immortal they, their wrath should be so too; 
And doubly fir'd Apollo bums to see 
In silent Helicon a naumacbie. 
Parnassus hears these as his first alarms, 
Never till now Minerva was in arms. 

O more than conqueror of the world, great Rome ! 
Thy hero's did with gentleness overcome 
Thy foes themselves, but one another first. 
Whilst Envy stripped, alone was left, and burst. 
The learn'd decemviri, His true, did strive. 
But to add flames to keep their fame alive; 
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Whilst tb* eternal laarel hung Tth' air ; 

Nor of these ten sons was there foand one lieir, 

Like to the golden tripod it did pass/ 

From this to this, till 't came to him whose 'twas : . 

Caesar to Callus trundled it, and he 

To Maro, Maro, Naso, unto thee ; 

Naso to his TibuUns flung the wreath, 

He to Catullus thus did each bequeath, 

This glorious circle to another round. 

At last the temples of their god it bound. 

I might believe, at least, that each might have 
A quiet fame contented in his grave. 
Envy the living, not the dead, doth bite. 
For after death all men receive their right *. 
If it be sacrilege for to profane 
Their holy ashes, what is't then their flame ? 
He does that wrong unweeting, or in ire. 
As if one should put out the vestal fire. 

Let Earth's four quarters speak, and thou Sua bear 
Now witness for thy fellow-traveller, 
I was allied, dear uncle, unto thee 
In blood, but thou alas not unto me ; 
Your virtues, powVs, and mine differed at best, 
As they whose Springs you saw, the east and west : 
Let me awhile be twisted in thy shine. 
And pay my due devotions at thy shrine. 

♦ Ovid, El. 15. 
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Might learned Waynman rise, who went with thee 
In thy heavens work beside divinity, 
I should sit still ; or mighty Falkland stand, 
To jastify with breath his pow'rfal hand; 
The glory that doth circle yoar pale urn 
Might hallow^ still and undefiled burn; 
But I forbear ; flames that are wildly thrown 
At sacred heads, curl back upon their own ; 
Sleep, heav'nly Sands, whilst what they do or write. 
Is to give God himself and you your right. 

There is not in my mind one sullen fate 
Of old, but is concentred in our state. 
Vandal o'er-runners, Goths in literature. 
Ploughmen that would Parnassus new manure ; 
Ringers of verse that all-in chime. 
And toll the changes upon every rhyme. 
A mercer now by th' yard does measure o'er 
An ode which was but by the foot before ; 
Deals you an ell of epigram, and swears 
It is the strongest, and the finest wears. 
No wonder if a drawer verses rack, 
If 'tis not his 't may be the spir't of sack ; 
Whilst the fair bar-maid strokes the Muse's teat. 
For milk to make the posset up complete. 

Arise, thou reverend shade, great Jonson, rise ! 
Break through thy marble natural disguise ; 
Behold a mist of insects, whose mere breath 
Will melt thy hallow'd leaden house of death. 
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What was Crispinns that yon sboald defy 

The age for him? he darst not look so high 

As your immortal rod, he still did stand 

Honoured, and held his forehead to thy brand. 

These scorpions with which we have to da, 

Are fiends, not only small but deadly too. 

Well might'st thou rive thy quill np to the back. 

And screw thy lyre's grave chords until they crack. 

For though once Hell resented music, these 

Devils will not, but are in worse disease. 

How would thy masc'line spirit, father Ben, 

Sweat to behold basely deposed men, 

Justled from the prerog'tiye of their bed, 

Whilst wives are per'wig'd with their husbands head? 

Each snatches the male quill from his faint hand. 

And must both nobler write and understand, 

He to her fury the soft plume doth bow, 

O pen, ne'er truly justly slit till now! 

Now as herself a poem she doth dress. 

And curls a line as she would do a tresse; 

Powders a sonnet as she does her hair. 

Then prostitutes them both to public air; 

Nor is't enough that they their faces blind 

With a false die, but they must paint their mind ; 

In metre scold, and in scann'd order brawl. 

Yet there's one Sappho left may save them all. 

But now let me recall my passion. 
Oh (from a nobler &ther, nobler son !) 
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You that alone are the Clarisnmi, 
And the whole gen'rous state of Venice be. 
It shaM not be recorded, Sanazar 
Shall boast enthronM alone this new made star; 
You whose correcting sweetness hath forbade 
Shame to the good, and glory to the bad. 
Whose honour hath ey'n into virtue tam'd. 
These swarms that now so angrily I nam'd. 
Forgive what thus distempered I indite, 
For it is hard a satire not to write. 
Yet as a virgin that heats all her blood. 
At the first motion of bad understood. 
Then at mere thought of fair chastity, 
Straight cools again the tempests of her sea ; 
So when to you I my devotions raise. 
Ail wrath and storms do endi in calms and praise. 



9L Slalogue ietfolxt &otlianit5( attH Aniovet^ 

ON A LOST HEART*. 

Cord. Distressed pilgrim, whose dark clouded eyes 
Speaks thee a martyr to Love's cruelties ; 
Whither away ? 

* This Dialo^e is tak«n from LAwes^s First Book of Ajres, 
and compared with a MS. copy in an old misoellaneiNis Tolnme 
in llie poasetsion of tke editor. 
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Amor, What pitying voice I hear. 

Calls back my flying steps ? 
Cord. Pr'3rthee draw near. 

Amor, I shall, but say, kind swain, what doth become 

Of a lost heart, ere to Elysium 

It wounded walks? 
Cord, First it does freely fly 

Into the pleasures of a lovfer^s eye^ 

But once condemn^ to scorn it fetter'd lies 

An ever bowing slave to tyrannies. 
Amw, I pity its sad fate, since its offence 

Was but for love, can't tears recall it4hence? 
Cord, O no, such tears as do for pity call. 

She proudly scorns, and glories at their fall. 
Amior, Since neither sighs nor tears, kind shepherd tell. 

Will not a kiss prevail? 
Cord, Thou may'st as well 

Court Echo with a kiss. 
Amor, Can no art move 

A sacred violence to make her love ? 
Cord, O no, His only Destiny and Fate 

Fashions our wills, either to love or hate. 
AmM", Then, captive heart, since that no human spell 

Hath powV to grasp thee his, farewell, — fare- 
well. 

CHORUS. 

Lost hearts, like lambs drove from their folds by fears, 
May back return by chance, but ne'er by tears. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



SANAZARl HEXASTICON. 

In Adriatic waves, when Neptune saw 
The city stand, and give the seas a law, 
Now i'th' Tarpeian tow'rs Jove rival me, 
And Mars his walls impregnable, said he; 
Let seas to Tiber yield, view both their odds, 
You'll grant that built by men, but this by gods. 

IN VIRGILIUM. PENTADII. 

A swain, bind, knight ; I fed, till'd, did command 
Goats, fields, my foes ; with leaves, a spade, my hand. 

DE SCAVOLA. 

The hand by which no king but serjeant dies, 
Mutius in fire doth freely sacrifice ; 
The prince admires the hero, quits his pains. 
And victor from the siege peace entertains; 
Rome's more oblig'd to flames, than arms or pow'r. 
When one burnt hand shall the whole war devour. 

DE CATONE. 

The world overcome, victorious Csesar, he 
That conquer'd ail ; great Cato, could not thee« 
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ANOTHER. 

One stab could not fierce Cato*s life untie ; 
Only his hand of all that wound did die ; 
Deeper his fingers tear to make a way 
Open, through which his mighty soul might stray. 
Fortune made this delay, to let us know. 
That Cato's hand more than his sword could do. 

ANOTHER. 

The hand of sacred Cato bade to tear 
His breast, did start, and the made wound forbear. 
Then to the gash he said with angry brow, 
And is there ought great Cato cannot do ? 

ANOTHER. 

What doubt^st thou, hand? Sad Cato, 'tis to kill; 
But he'll be free, sure, hand, thou doubt'st not still ; 
Cato alive 'tis just all men be free. 
Nor conquers he himself now if he die. 

PENTADIf. 

It is not, you're deceiv'd, it is not bliss 
What you conceive a happy living is: 
To have your hands with rubies bright to glow, 
Then on your tortoise-bed your body throw, 
And sink yourself in down, to drink in gold, 
And have your looser self in purple roU'd ; 
With royal fare to make the tables groan. 
Or else with what from Lybic fields is mowu. 



POSTHUMB POEMS. 91 

Nor in one vault board all yonr magazine^ 
But at no coward's fate t'have frighted been. 
Nor with the people's breath to be swoln great, 
Nor at a drawn stiletto basely sweat. 
He that dares this, nothing to bim's unfit. 
Bat proud o'th' top of Fortune's wheel may sit 

CATULLUS. EPIG. 50. 

TO MARCUS T. CICBRO. 
IN AN ENGLISH PENTA8TIC. 

TuUy, to thee, Rome's eloquent sole heir, 

The best of all that are, shall be, and were : 

I, the worst poet, send my best thanks and pray'r, 

£y'n by how much the worst of poets I 

By so much you the best of patrons be. 

CATULLUS. EFI0.49. 

TO JUVBNCIUS. 

Juvencius, thy fair sweet eyes. 

If to my fill that I may kiss. 

Three hundred thousand times I'd kiss, 

Nor future age should cloy this bliss ; 

No, not if thicker than ripe ears, 

The harvest of our kisses bears. 
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V AND TUB CRIER. 



With k fiur boj a crier we behold. 

What Should we think! But he would not b 

FORTH LTCIHII. 

If yoo are Phoebus' sister, Delia, pray 
Itijs, my request, unto the sun oouTey: 
O Delphic god, I built thy marble fane. 
And snng thy praises with a gentle cuie ; 
Now, if thou art divine Apollo, tell. 
Where fae, whose purse is emp^, may go fill 

SBHBCS EX CLEANTBE. 

Parent and prince of heav'o, O lead, I pray. 
Where'er yon please ; I follow and obey ; 
Active I go, sighing, if you gainsay. 
And suffer had what to the good was law. 
Fates lead the willing, but nnwilling draw. 

eillNTl CATDLI. 

As once I bade good morninf to the day, 
O'th' sudden Roscius breaks in a bright ray: 
Goda, with your fb^vour, I've preaum'd to see 
A mortal fairer than a deity. 
With looks and hands a Hatyr conrts the bo] 
Who draws back his unwilling cheekas coy. 
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Although of marble hewn, whom move not they? 
The boy ev'n seems to weep, the satyr pray. 

FLORIDI DE EBRIOSO. 

Phoebus, asleep forbad me wine to take : 
I yield ; and now am only drunk awake. 

THE ASS EATING THE ANEIDS. 

A wretched ass the i^neids did destroy, 
A horse or ass is still the fate of Troy. 

AUSONIUS. EPIG. XIV. 

On the Sicilian strand a hare well wrought 
Before the hounds was by a dog-fish caught; 
Quoth she ; All rape of Sea and Earth's on me. 
Perhaps of Heaven, if there a dog-star be. 

AUSONIUS. EPIG. 

The cynic's narrow houshold stuff of crutch, 
A stool and dish, was lumber thought too much; 
For whilst a bind drinks out on's palms, oHh' strand 
He flings his dish, cries, I\e one in my hand. 

AUSONIUS. EPIG. XXII. 

A treasure found one ent'ring at Death's gate, 
Triumphing, leaves that cord was meant his fate, 
But he the gold missing which he did hide, 
The halter which he found, he knit, so died. 
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A LA CHABOT. 

Objet adorable et cbannant, 

Messoupirs et mes pleurs tesmoig^ent mon tonrment, 

Mais mes respects m' empeche de parler; 

Ah ! que peine dissimaler 

£t que je souflfre de martyre 

D* aimer et de n' oser le dire. 

To the iome Air in EngUsk, thus: 

Object adorable of charms, 

My sighs and tears may testify my harms, 

But my respect forbids me to reyeal ; 

Ah! what a pain ^tis to conceal, 

And how I suffer worse than hell, 

To loye and not to dare to tell. 

THEOPHILB BEING DENIED HIS ADDRESSES TO KING 
JAMES, TURNED THE AFFRONT TO HIS OWN GLORY, 
IN THIS EPIGRAM. 

Si Jaques le roi du scayoir 
Ne trouve boD de me yoir 

Yoila la cause infallible, 
^ar ravy de mon escrit 
II creut que j'estois tout esprit 

£t par consequent inyisible. 

Lineally translated out of the French, 

If James, the king of wit. 
To see me thought not fit, 
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Sure this the cause hath been, 
That raTishM with my merit, 
H6 thought I was all spirit, 

And so not to be seen. 

FROM AUSONIUS. 

Vain painter why dost strive my face to draw, 
With busy hands, a goddess eyes ne'er saw : 
Daughter of air and wind ; I do rejoice 
In empty shouts (without a mind) a voice. 
Within yonr ears sbriU echo I rebound, 
And if you'll paint me like^ then paint a sonnd. 

FROM AUSONIUS. 

Her jealons husband an adultress gave ' 

Cold poisons, which too weak she thought for's g^ave ; 

A fatal dose of quicksilver, then she 

Mingles to baste his double destiny ; 

Now whilst within themselves they are at strife, 

The deadly potion yields to that of life. 

And straight from th' hollow stomach both retreat, 

To th' slipp'ry pipes known to digested meat 

Strange care o'th' gods! the murd'ress doth avail; 

So when fates please ev'n double poisons heal. 

AUSONIUS, EPIG. XLIV. 

Because with bought books, sir, your study's fraught, 
A learn'd grammarian you wonld fain be thought ; 
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Nay then, buy lutes and strings, so yon may play 
The merchant now, the fiddler the next day. 

AVIENI V. C. AD AMICOS. 

Ask'd in the country, what I did, I said, 

1 view my men and meads, first having pray'd ; 

Then each of mine hath his just task outlaid. • 

I read, Apollo court, I rouse my muse. 

Then I anoint me, and stripped willing loose 

Myself on a soft plat, from us'ry blest, 

I dine, drink, sing, play, bathe, I sup, I rest. 

AD FABULLUM. CATULLUS. LIB. L EPIG. 13. 

Fabullus, I will treat you handsomely 

Shortly, if the kind gods will favour thee. 

If thou dost bring with thee a delicate mess, 

An olio or so, a pretty lass. 

Brisk wine, sharp tales, all sorts of drollery. 

These, if thou bring'st, I say, along with thee. 

You shall feed highly, friend, for know the ebbs 

Of my lank purse are full of spiders webs; 

But then again you shall receive clear love. 

Or what more grateful or more sweet may prove; 

For with an ointment I will favour thee, 

My Venus's and Cupids gave to me. 

Of which once smelt, the gods thou wilt implore, 

Fabullus, that they'd make thee nose all o'er. 
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MARTIALIS, EPIG. 14. LIB. 1. 

When brave chaste Arria to her Paetus gave 
The sword from her own breast did bleeding wave> 
If there be faith, this wound smarts not, said she, 
But what you'll make, ah, that will murder me. 

MARTIALIS, EPIG. 43. LIB. 1. 

When Portia her dear Lord's sad fate did hear, 
And noble grief sought arms were hid from her, 
Know you not yet no hinderance of death is, 
Cato, I thought enough had taught you this ; 
So said, her thirsty lips drink flaming coals. 
Go now, deny me steel, officious fools. 

MARTIALIS, EPIG. 15. LIB. 6. 

Whilst in an amber-shade the ant doth feast, 
A gummy drop ensnares the small wild beast, 
A full reward of all her toils hath she, 
^is to be thought she would herself so die. 

MARTIALIS, EPIG. 33. LIB. 4. 

Both lurks and shines hid in an amber-tear, 
The bee in her own nectar prisoner; 
So she who in her lifetime was contemn'd, 
£v'n in her very funerals is gemm'd. 

MARTIALIS, EPIG. 19. LIB. 8. 

Pauper videri Cinna vult, et est pauper. 



F 
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In English. 

Cinna seems poor in show. 
And he is so. 

OUT OF THE ANTHOLOGIB. 

*'£(r|3c(r6 ron Xu;^yoy f^u^^ -^iXXtiv at^ ff'oXXAiy 

In an English Distich, 

A. fool, much bit by fleas, put out the light. 

You shall not see me now (quoth he), good night. 

IN RUFUM. CATULLUS. EP16. 64. 

That no fair woman will, wonder not why 
Clap (Rufus) under thine her tender thigh ; 
Not a silk gown shall once melt one of them, 
Nor the delights of a transparent gem. 
A scurvy story kills thee, which doth tell 
That in thine armpits a fierce goat doth dwell. 
Him they all fearful of an ugly stench, 
Nor's 'i fit he should lie with a handsome wench ; 
Wherefore this nose's cursed plague first crashy 
Oi* cease to wonder why they fly you thus. 

CATULLUS, EPIG. 71. 

Female Inconstancy. 

My mistress says shell marry none but me. 
No, not if Jove himself a suitor be : 
She says so ; but what women say to kind 
Lovers, we write in rapid streams and wind* 
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AD LESBIAN. CATULLUS, EPIG. 73. 

That me alone you lov'd, you once did say, 

Nor should I to the king of gods give way, 

Then I IoyM thee, not as a common dear, 

Bat as a father doth his children cheer ; 

Now thee I know, more bitterly I smart, 

Yet thou to me more light and cheaper art. 

What pow'r is this? that such a wrong should press 

Me to love more, yet wish thee well much lesse. 

I hate and love, wouldst thou the reason know ? 

I know not, but I burn and feel it so. 

IN LESBIAM. CATULLUS, EPIG. 76. 

By thy fault is my mind brought to that pass, 
That it its ofiSce quite forgotten has ; 
For beest thou best, I cannot wish thee well, 
And beest thou worst, yet must I love thee still. 

AD QUINTIUM. CATULLUS, EPIG. 83. 

Quintius, if you'll endear Catullus' eyes. 
Or what he dearer than his eyes doth prize. 
Ravish not what is dearer than his eyes, 
Or what he dearer than his eyes doth prize. 

DE QUINTJA ET LESBIA, EPIG. 87. 

Quintia is handsome, fair, tall, straight, all these 
Very particulars I grant with ease : 

f2 
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But she all o'er ^s not handsome; here's her fault 
In all that balk, there's not one com of salt; 
Whilst Lesbia, fair and handsome too all o'er. 
All graces and all wit from all hath bore. 

DE sue IN LESBIAM AMORE, EPIC. 88. 

No one can boast herself so much belov'd, 
Truly as Lesbia my affections proved ; 
No faith was e'er with such a firm knot bound 
As in my love on my part I have found. 

AD SYLONEMy EPIO. 104. 

SylOy pray pay me my ten sesterces, 

Then rant and roar as much as you shall please, 

Or if that money takes, pray give o'er ; 

To be a pimp, or else to rant and roar. 
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ELEGIES. 



TO THE MEMOBY OF MY WORTHY FRIEND, 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE. 

To pay my love to tbee, and pay it so 
As honest men should what they justly owe ; 
Were to write better of thy life than can 
The assured'st pen of the most worthy man : 
Such was thy composition, such thy mind 
ImprovM from virtue, and from vice refinM 
Thy youth an abstract of the world's best parts, 
InurM to arms and exercisM to arts ; 
Which with the vigour of a man, became 
Thine and thy country's pyramids of fame ; 
Two glorious lights to guide our hopeful youth 
Into the paths of honour and of truth. 

These parts (so rarely met) made up in thee 
What man should in his full perfection be ; 
So sweet a temper into every sense, 
And each affection breathed an influence 
As smoothed them to a calm, which still withstood 
The ruffling passions of untamed blood. 
Without a wrinkle in thy face, to show 
Thy stable breast could no disturbance know. 
In fortune humble, constant in mischance, 
Expert in both, and both serv'd to advance 
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I'hy name by various trials of thy spirit. 

And give the testimony of thy merit; 

Valiant to envy of the bravest men, 

And learned to an undisputed pen ; 

Good as the best in both, and great, but yet 

No dangerous courage, nor offensive wit : 

These ever serv'd the one for to defend, 

The other nobly to advance thy friend ; 

Under which title I have found my name 

FixM in the living chronicle of fame. 

To times succeeding ; yet I hence must go 

DispleasM, I cannot celebrate thee so ; 

But what respect, acknowledgement, and love. 

What these, together when improved improve. 

Call it by any name (so it express 

Ought like a tribute to thy worthiness. 

And may my bounden gratitude become), 

Lovelace, I offer at thy honoured tomb. 

And though thy virtues many friends have bred 
To love thee living, and lament thee dead 
In characters far better couch'd than these. 
Mine vriil not blot thy fame nor theirs increase ; 
'Twas by thine own great merits rais'd so high. 
That maugre time, and fate, it shall not die. 

Sic flevit. 
Charles Cotton. 
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UPON THE POSTHUME AND PRECIOUS POEMS OF THE NOBLY 

EXTRACTED GENTLEMAN 

MR. R. L. 

The rose and other fragrant flowers smell best 
When they are plackM and worn in hand or breast, 
So this fair flow*r of virtae, this rare bud 
Of wit, smells now as fresh as when he stood; 
And in these Posthume Poems lets us know, 
He on the banks of Helicon did g^ow : 
The beanty of his soul did correspond 
With his sweet outside, nay, it went beyond ; 
Lovelace, the minion of the Thespian dames, 
Apollo's darling, born with Enthean flames, 
Which in his numbers wave, and shine so clear 
As sparks refracted in rich gems appear ; 
Such flames that may inspire, and atoms cast 
To make new poets, not like him in haste. 

James Howell. 



SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF MY LATE HONOURED FRIEND, 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE. 

Pardon (blest shade) that I thus crowd to be 
'Mong those that sin unto thy memory ; 
And that I think unvalued relics spread ; 
And am the first that pillages the dead : 

f3 
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Since who would be thy mourner as befits, 
But an ofiScious sacrilege commits. 
How my tears strive to do thee fairer right ! 
And from the characters divide my sight. 
Until it (dimmer) a new torrent swells, 
And what obscur'd it falls my spectacles. 

Let the luxurious floods (impulsive) rise 
As they would not be wept, but weep the eyes, 
The while earth melts, and we above it lie, 
But the weak bubbles of mortality ; 
Until our griefs are drawn up by the Sun, 
And that (too) drop the exhalation. 
How in thy dust we humble now our pride. 
And bring thee a whole people mortified ! 
For, who expects not death, now thou art gone. 
Shows his low folly, not religion. 

Can the poetic heaven still hold on 
The golden dance when the first mover's gonie ? 
And the snatched fires (while circularly hurl'd) 
In their strong rapture glimmer to the world? 
And not stupendiously rather rise, 
The tapers unto these solemnities. 

Can the chords move in tune, when thou dost die 
At once their universal harmony? 
But where Apollo's harp (with murmur) laid, . 
Had to the stones a melody conveyM ; 
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They by some pebble sammon'd would reply 
In loud results to every battery ; 
Thus do we come unto thy marble room, 
To echo from the music of thy tomb. 

May we dare speak thee dead, that wouldest be 
In thy remove only pot such as we ? 
No wonder the advance is from us hid, 
Earth could not liflt thee higher than it did ! 
And thou that didst grow up so ever nigh, 
Art but now gone to immortality : 
So near to where thou art thou here didst dwell, 
The change to thee is less perceptible. 

Thy but unably-comprehending clay, 
To what could not be circumscribM gave way. 
And the more spacious tenant to return, 
CrackM (in the too restraint estate) its urn. 
That is but left to a successive trust. 
The souFs first buried in his body's dust. 

Thou, more thyself now thou art less confined. 
Art not concerned in what is left behind ; 
While we sustain the loss that thou art gone 
Un-essenc'd in the separation ; 
And he that weeps thy funeral, in one, 
Is pious to the widow'd nation. 

And under what (now) covert must I sing 
Secure as if beneath a cherub's wing : 
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When thou hast ta'en thy flight hence and art nigh 

In place to some related hierarchy, 

Where a bright wreath of glories doth bat set 

Upon thy head an equal coronet ; 

And thou above our humble converse gone, 

Canst but be reached by contemplation. 

Our lutes (as thine was touch'd) were vocal by, 
And thence receive the soul by sympathy; 
That did above the threads inspiring creep, 
A nd with soft whispers broke the am'rous sleep : 
Which now no more (mov'd with the sweet surprise) 
Awake into delicious rhapsodies. 
But with their silent mistress do comply. 
And fast in undisturbed slumbers lie. 

How- from thy first ascent thou didst disperse 
A blushing warmth throughout the universe. 
While near the morn's Lucasta's fires did glow, 
And to the earth a purer dawn did throw, 
We ever saw thee in the roll of Fame 
Advancing thy already deathless name ; 
And though it could but be above its fate. 
Thou wouldst however supererogate. 

Now, as in Venice, when the wanton state. 
Before a Spaniard spread their crowded plate ; 
He made it the sage business of his eye, 
To find the root of the wild treasury. 
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So learnMy from that exchequer, but the more 

To rate his master's yegetable ore : 

Thus when the Greek and Latin Mase we read 

As the but cold inscriptions of the dead. 

We to advantage then admired thee 

Who didst live on still with thy poesy : 

And in our proud enjoyments, never knew 

The end of the unruly wealth that grew : 

But now we have the last dear ingots gain'd, 

And the free vein (however rich) is drained ; 

Though what thou hast bequeathed us, no space 

Of this world's span of time shall ere embrace : 

But as who sometimes knew not to conclude 

Upon the waters strange vicissitude; 

Did to the Ocean himself commit, 

That it might comprehend what could not it: 

So we in our endeavours must out-done, 

Be swallowed up within thy Helicon. 

Thou who art laid up in thy precious cave. 
And from the hollow spaces of thy grave. 
We still may mourn in tune, but must alone 
Hereafter hope to quaver out a groan ; 
No more the chirping sonnets with shrill notes 
Must henceforth volley from our treble throats; 
But each sad accent must be humour'd well. 
To the deep solemn organ of thy cell. 

Why shouldsome rude hand carve thy sacred stone, 
And there incise a cheap inscription; 
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When we can shed the tribute of oar tears 
So long, till the relenting marble wears? 
Which shall such order in their cadence keep, 
That they a native epitaph shall weep ; . 
Until each letter spelt distinctly lies, 
Cut by the mystic droppings of our eyes. 

Eldred Revett. 



AN ELEGY. 



Metuinks when kings, prophets, and poets die, 

We should not bid men weep, nor ask them why ; 

But the great loss should by instinct impair 

The nations like a pestilential air, 

And in a moment men should feel the cramp. 

Of grief, like persons poison'd with a damp ; 

All things in nature should their death deplore. 

And the Sun look less lovely than before ; 

The fixed stars should change their constant spaces. 

And comets cast abroad their flagrant faces; 

Yet still we see princes and poets fall 

Without their proper pomp of funeral ; 

Men look about as if they ne*er had known 

The poet's laurel, or the prince's crown. 

Lovelace hath long been dead, and we can be 

ObligM to no man for an elegy. 

Are you all tumM to silence, or did he 

Retain the only sap of poesy. 
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That kept all branches living? mast his fall 

Set an eternal period upon all? 

So when a spring-tide doth begin to fly 

From the green shore, each neighbouring creek grows 

dry. 
Bat why do I so pettishly detract 
An age that is so perfect, so exact, 
In all things excellent? it is a fame, 
Or glory to deceased Lovelace* name ; 
For he is weak in wit who doth deprave 
Another's worth to make his own seem brave ; 
And this was not his aim, nor is it mine; 
I now conceive the scope of their design. 
Which is with one consent to bring, and bum 
Contributary incense on his urn. 
Where each man's love and fancy shall be tried, 
As when great Jonson, or brave Shakspeare died. 
Wits must unite, for ignorance we see, 
Hath got a great train of artillery ; 
Yet neither shall, nor can it blast the fame 
And honour of deceased Lovelace' name ; 
Whose own Lucasta can support his credit, 
Amongst all such who knowingly have read it. 
But who that praise can by desert discuss 
Due to those poems that are posthumous ; 
And if the last conceptions are the best, 
Those by degrees do much transcend the rest, 
So full, so fluent, that they richly suit 
With Orpheus' lyre, or with Anacreon's lute ; 
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And he shall melt his wing that shall aspire 
To reach a fancy or one accent higher. 
Holland and France haye known his nobler parts, 
And found him excellent in arms, and arts. 
To sum up all, few men of fame but know 
He was tarn Marti, quam Mercurio, 



TO BIS NOBLE FBIEND, 

CAPTAIN DUDLEY LOVELACE, 

UPON HIS EDITION OF HIS BROTHER'S POEMS. 

Thy pious band planting fraternal bays, 

Deserving is of most egregious praise ; 

Since 'tis the organ doth to us convey, 

From a descended sun, so bright a ray. 

Clear spirit, how much we are bound to thee, 

For this so great a liberality, 

The truer worth of which by much exceeds 

The western wealth, which such contention breeds. 

Like the infusing-god, from the well-head 

Of poesy you have besprinkled 

Our brows with holy drops, the very last 

Which from your brother's happy pen were cast; 

Yet as the last the best, such matchless skill 

From his divine alembic did distil. 
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Your honoured brother in the Elysian shade 
Will joy to know himself a laureat made 
By your religious care, and that his urn, 
Doth him on earth immortal life return. 
Yourself you have a good physician shown, 
To his much grieved friends, and to your own. 
In giving this elixir^d medicine, 
For greatest grief a sovereign anodyne. 

Sir, from your brother you've conveyed us bliss ; 
N0W9 since your genius so concurs with his, 
Let your own quill our next enjoyments frame. 
All must be rich that*s graced with Lovelace' name. 

Simon Ognell, M. D. Coning^brens^ 



ON THE TRULY HONOURABLE 

COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE. 

OCCASIONED BY THE PUBLICATION OF HIS POSTHUM& 

POEMS. 

ELEGY. 

Great son of Mars ! and of Minerva too ! 
With what oblations must we come to woo 
Thy sacred soul to look down from above, 
And see how much thy memory we love> 
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Whose happy pen so pleased amorous ears, 

And lifting bright Lucasta to the spheres. 

Her in the star-bespangled orb did set, 

Above fair Ariadne's coronet ; 

Leaving a pattern to succeeding wits 

By which to sing forth their pythonic fits? 

Shall we bring tears and sighs ! no, no, then we 

Should but bemoan ourselves for losing thee. 

Or else thy happiness seem to deny, 

Or to repine at thy felicity : 

Then whilst we chant out thine immortal praise. 

Our offerings shall be only sprigs of bays ; 

And if our tears will needs their brinks out-fly. 

We'll weep them forth into an elegy, 

To tell the world how deep Fate's wounded wit. 

When Atropos the lovely Lovelace hit; 

How th* active fire which cloth'd thy gen'rous mind, 

Consum'd the water and the earth calcin'd. 

Until a stronger heat by death was given. 

Which sublimated thy poor soul to heaven. 

Thou knew'st right well to guide the warlike steed, 

And yet couldst court the Muses with full speed. 

And such success, that the inspiring Nine 

Have fiird their Thespian fountain so with brine. 

Henceforth we can expect no lyric lay, 

But biting satires through the world must stray. 

Bellona joins with fair Erato too. 

And with the destinies do keep ado, 

Whom thus she queries : Could not you a whil^ 

Reprieve his life until another file 
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Of poems such as these, had been drawn ap? 

The fates replied: that, thoa wert taken up 

A sacrifice unto the deities : 

Since things most perfect please their holy eyes. 

And that no other victim could be found, 

With so much learning and true virtue crown'd. 

Since it is so, in peace for ever rest : 

^Tis very just that God should have the best. 

Simon Ognell, M. D. Coninghrens. 



ON MY BROTHER. 

Lovelace is dead ! then let the world return 

To its first chaos, muffled in its urn ; 

The stars and elements together lie 

Drench'd in perpetual obscurity ; 

And the whole machine in confusion be, 

As immethodic as an anarchy; 

May the great eye of Day weep out his light. 

Pale Cynthia leave the regiment of Night, 

The Galaxy all in sables dight. 

Send forth no corruscations to our sight ; 

The Sister-graces and the sacred Nine 

Statu'd with grief, attend upon his shrine. 

Whose worth, whose loss, should we but truly rate, 

^Twould puzzle our arithmetic, to state 
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Th' account of virtues so transcendent high, 

Number and value reach infinity. 

Did I pronounce him dead ! no, no, he lives, 

And from his aromatic cell he gives 

Spice-breathed fumes, whose odoriferous scent 

(In zephyr-gales vrhich never can be spent) 

Doth spread itself abroad, and much outvies, 

The eastern bird in her self-sacrifice : 

Or father Phoebus, who to th' world derives 

Such various and such multiformed lives, 

Took notice that brave Lovelace did inspire 

The universe with his Promethean fire. 

And snatch'd him hence before his thread was spun, 

Env'ing that here should be another sun. 

T. L. 



ON THE 

DEATH OF MY DEAR BROTHER. 

EPITAPH. 

Tread (reader) gently, gently o*er 
The happy dust beneath this floor: 
For, in this narrow vault is set 
An alabaster cabinet. 
Wherein both arts and arms were put. 
Like Homer's Iliads in a nut ; 



ELEGIES. 117 

Till Death, with slow and easy pace, 
SoatchM the bright jewel from the case. 
And now, transform'd, he doth arise 
A constellation in the skies;. 
Teaching the blinded world the way, 
Through night, to startle into day : 
And shipwrecked shades, with steady hand 
He steers unto th' Elysian land. 

Dudley Posthumus Lovelace. 
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